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Styte No. 2—A shorty pyramid, 
a sheathe dress cut stem slim. Both 
fashion highlights, both at this one 
low price! The dress goes out day- 
times or evenings . . . covered with 
the jacket or daringly bare. Of 
course, the pyramid goes over other 
dresses, too. Butcher weave rayon 
in beige, navy, pink or aqua. 














Styte No. 360 — Everything that 
fashion favors from circle-cape, 
fully lined with rayon crepe to 
match the new print top and waist- 
hugging sash of this figure-praising 
and pocketed dress. Finest butcher- 
weave rayon in beige, navy, aqua, 
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NEW Figure Mold 
HIDE - A- WAIST 


17 sectionat 

FEATURES STREAM- 

LINE WAISTLINE 
HIDE BULGES 


ADJUSTABLE TO 
TAILOR-MADE FIT 


FEATURES 


17 Sectional 
Features... 
Streamline 
Waistline ... 
Adjustable... 
Washable — 
made of Leno 
Lastex, satin- 
faced rayon. 
Fully guaran-- 
teed. Light- 
weight Sizes 
24 to 40. 


Say “goodbye” to clumsy waist line! Hide-A- 
Waist automatically shapes your figure to a new 
loveliness. Banishes unwanted bulges—gives 
you the narrow youthful waist newest styles de- 
mand. You've never had such graceful, alluring 
curves—such freedom and style in anything . 
you've worn. 4 extra-length detachable and ad- 
justable garters complete Hide-A-Waist. 


Deen Y TRIAL FREE! 


Order today. Wear it 10 days FREE. If not de- 
lighted, return for refund. Sizes 24 to 34, $2.98. 
Sizes 35 and over, $3.98 (50c extra for the 4 
extra-iength detachable and adjustable garters.) 
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S. J. Wegmen Co., Dep?. H667 

| 836 Broadway, New York 3, N. Y. : 
Rush my new HIDE-A-WAIST three-in-one at once. ] 

| if | am not rennes satisfied | will return it after 
[0-day FREE trial for prompt refund of full pur- | 

i chase price. 

| Size 
Alse send . 

|? and Tre. garters at only 

0.0. | will pay postman on delivery plus 

| ~ few cents postage. 

0 J enclese payment. The S. J. Wegman Co. will { 
age. 
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Letters To 
The Editor 


TRUTH ABOUT WHITE WOMEN 


My husband and | who are both white have 
read and enjoyed your magazine very much, 
that is, until the March issue. 

What a simple and inane article “The Truth 
{bout White Women” by Calloway is. 

Is this a broad attempt by Mr. Calloway to 
put himself once again in the public eye? It 
must be. 

Mr. Calloway makes an issue of the fact that 
he has never been tempted by white women or 
“white fever,” yet he has the gall to sit down 
and think he is qualified to write an article 
on the subject. And wow, what an attempt 
at writing ! 

It’s such a pity that Mr. Calloway was 
brought up just to respect Negro women, in- 
stead of all women. 

If that is a sample of the type of minds our 
show people possess, then I’m for getting my 
husband out of the business right now! 

And | shall say in closing that having failed 
atone marriage, within his own race, he should 
be the last to even think he’s got enough on the 
ball to express such an opinion so publicly 
on such a touchy subject. 

Mrs. R. V. Jaeger 
Grand Rapids, Michigan 


| have read each issue of TAN CONFESSIONS 
since the first publication of same. In the issue 
of March in which his highness of hi-de-ho ex- 
presses himself as to the “Truth About White 
Women.” If | were Mr. Calloway I would have 
kept my big mouth shut. My reason for say- 
ing same is that one of his color shows that 
something white must have passed his path 
somewhere, sometime. 

How a man of his standing could want to 
have printed such an article is beyond my 
comprehension. Looking at the color of his 
wife and the color of his other one shows his 
thoughts run to a white feverish attitude. | 
am a white woman myself and being created 
by some one greater than the prejudiced Mr. 
Calloway | had no other choice. I also am 
married to a real colored man whom there is 
no doubt as to his race as there might be in 
Mr. Calloway’s case. Every white woman can’t 
have a college education for the same reasons 
Negro women don’t have one. | wonder if Mr. 
Calloway has or is he really sincere and if so 
why didn’t he marry a real colored woman 
somewhat darker than himself and then | 
would have at least believed him to be sincere. 

Mrs. Maggie Garner 
Ironton, Ohio 


lam 16 and a reader of TAN CONFESSIONS. 
lt is a very good magazine. And I specially 
liked Cab C alloway’ s story, “The Truth About 
White Women.” 

All of us should take note because so many 
ofour people are asleep. That story was very 
interesting and also helped us. I think you 
hould print more like those. 

Mary Ella Tutson 
Louisville, Ky. 


Being a long and faithful reader of your 
ttuly wonderful magazine, may I say this in 
tesponse to Cab Calloway’s article in your 
arch issue. 

So sorry, Cab, but you have just lost one of 
your long time fans. After all, how else do 
you expect us white women who are and have 
ten happily married to Negro men for the 








LATEST STYLE FASHION BE-BOPS * 
FREE CUFT... 10 Day 77/31». Buy Wow! 


“MISS BROADWAY” ROSE TINTED LENS 


Ladies rimless. Gorgeous 24K gold plated sides 
ond nose piece. Mother of Pearl ear pieces. 
Wide library temples are Biack, Brown, Bive 
Pearl or Pink Pearl. Comes in Small, Medium or 
Large sizes. Clear, Green, Blue or wonderful 
new ROSE TINTED lens. 

Style No. 314... $495 








YOUNG 
EXECUTIVE 


Latest gel men’s glasses make you more 
d: ttractive to the girls. Ladies 





. Buy ‘dam ‘dienes style glasses for all 


your friends . they'll love you for it. Brown 
Shell or Black frames. 
Style No. 3222.00... $395 





E-BOP 


. “PROFESSOR” 8 
For that intellectual look. Ri y style, 14 carat 
heavy gold plated top and sides. Clear, Green or 


Bive lens. 
$395 


Style No. 303 
Same style as above in NEW ROSE TINTED lens. 
Style No. 5038 : $495 
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LADIES’ GLITTER BE-BO 

For that slim figure. Beautiful lightweight Black, 
Brown, Bive Pearl or Pink Pearl frames. Gold 
decorated front and sides. 

Style No. 131...... ' ern $395 








BOP-TOPS 
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LADIES’ 


Smort, app g newest 
style. Brown Shell, Black, “Blue Pearl or Pink 











LADIES’ LIGHTWEIGHT “LIBRARIAN” 
One of our very best buys. Block, Brown, Bive 


Pearl or Pink Pearl frames. 
NE RR ne $295 





GENUINE HARLEQUIN BE-BOPS 

Genvine Optical Zy!. Light or Dark Tortoise Shell, 

—. — Pearl or Block frames. Small, 
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203 G MARKET STREET 
NEWARK, N. J. 
































, | Beautify your complexion “a # 
Black and White Vanishing Cream. 
[t’s greaseless (can’t cause blackheads) 
—actually checks skin oiliness. 


Make-up looks fresher—skin feels 


softer. Try it—have that perfect 
Photo Finish Look—today! 

For face powder that clings like 

mist—lipstick that stays 

on and on—look for the 

neme Black and White. am 





‘GLAMOROUS MODEL says: 


OWL 


too can have that 
st 


100K. 


**My make-up has to stay looking per- 
fect under the hot, glaring kleig lights. 
Black and White Vanishing Cream 
holds my make-up on longer, fresher 
—so I’m sure of that perfect Photo 
Finish Look.” 
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Remove make-up 
with Black and White 
Cleansing Cream. 
Soften skin with 

Black and White Cold 
Cream. 35¢ each. 














it’s Profitable to 
MAKE and SELL HATS 


Our wholesale price 32 pa 





log lonedas EVERYTHIN useo 
IN MILLINERY—Blocks, Lop 
Feathers, poten Wire and Buck- 
ram Frames, etc. Send 25¢ for 
catalog ym ang 4 thousands of 
items and you’re in we 25¢ 
refunded on first order of . 
LOUIE a a Suaptics 
225 N. Wabash Ave. Chicago |, 





ENDS GRAY HAIR 


WORRIES IN 5 SECONDS 


PARTING OTS Quick, easy Tintz Touch-up 
$ 00 Pencil colors gray, faded 

hair at roots, parting, tem 

ples. Like lipstick. In metal 
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svivel case. 
but washes out. SEN 
MONEY. Deposit with post- 
man on delivery only $1 plus 
tax and C.0.D. postage on 
guarantee of satisfaction or 
Money Back. State shade. 
Med. eee Light Brown, Auburn 
Ma rder now to 
rINTZ ‘CO. Dest. 723E. 230 N. Michigan Ave.. Chicago |, III. 
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MAKE THIS EASY 
7-DAY TEST: 


this SYSTEM on 
boo cone ee are am ~ _ 
ure of ATTRACTIVE HAIR that can As pd 
often capture Love for 


cae a HELP for DRY, 


RITTLE, Breaking-Off HAIR 
WHEN SCALP and HAIR CONDITIONS are 
norma] and dry, brittle, ee hair can be retarded, 
it has a chance to get in . and much more beautiful. 
Amazing. The J ystem is not a hair restorative. 


SEND NO MONEY=Futty Guaranteed 


Just try the <= SYSTEM for7 Then let your 

mirror the thril results, JUELENE comes in 

von ry Liqu SEND yor EF TODAYE 
. us charges. 

anteed. Money beck if you are not delighted. wre Now 


4SUEL CO,, 4727 N. Damen, Dept. A320, \Chicago 25, 








STRAP PUMP in block, blue or red kid 


including holf 


$8.95 
Send For Free Catalog 


black suede. Sizes 411, 


sizes. D-E-EEE widths 





LEE MODES Dept. TC 5 
12th Street & 7th Avenue, Babylon, N. Y. 
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NAME | 
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| am enclosing payment in full. t 
Send postpaid [] i 
! am enclosing $1.00. Send C.O.D. for balance | 
plus postage (] | 
You save postage and C.O.D. charges if money ! 
is enclosed. 10 day refund guarantee. \ 
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Letters Continued 


past four years to feel after reading you 
article. 

For myself, I can truly say my husband did 
not marry me simply because my skin is white 
Let’s hear from more of your readers on this 
subject. Incidentally, I noted Cab did not say 
a thing about white men and colored women 
marrying. 


-M. 
Canton, Ohio 


TEEN TALK 


I am 19 and a constant reader of your won. 
derful magazine. | think it is superb. 
I enjoy especially Teen Talk. Let me say that 
I am very grateful to you for the article cop. 
cerning young girls and boys that leave home 
on their own to go to a strange city. I hope 
that many girls read the article and were 
helped by such information. 
Please keep up the good work. 
Esther Duma 
New York City 


1 am 16 and | know I am expressing the 
opinions of all other teenagers when I say Jane 
Walters is doing a swell job with the monthly 
article on Teen Talk. In fact the whole book 
is tops with me. 

Miss Jimmie Simpson 
Florence, Alabama 


HEART ON MY SLEEVE 


I, being a constant reader of Tan Conres- 
SIONS, am very much interested in your stories, 

They help me to solve a lot of things by 
reading each story carefully. The column con- 
ducted by Frances Abigail Jackson is grand, 
and | must say I am sure other girls and boys 
are saying the same. 

The story which I loved best in a recent 
issue was “Heart On My Sleeve.” I think that 
story is marvelous, especially to young married 
folks. I believe that if each one of us who 
has a husband loved him as Joyce did, we 
would live lovingly until Death separates us. 

I am so happy whenever I come across Tay 


CONFESSIONS. 
M. R. Panzar 
Nassau, Bahama: 


GI READERS 


! am writing you to let you know how much 
| enjoy your Tan Conressions. We have ¢ 
fellow here in the company who gets them 
every month and by the time I get it the book 
is kind of ragged but readable, and you will 
never know how much it helps to take up the 
time over here in Korea when most of the time 
there is nothing to do. You know that mos 
of the people there in the states read mi 
stories, but over here you read everything. ! 
wish I could get one every month but [| gues 
that will never happen. I will keep on reaé: 
ing my buddy’s book. I don’t know what | 
will do when he leaves. 

PFC Frederick Wilson 
Korea 


TOO MUCH COLOR 


| am a high school senior and I am a reader 
of Tan Conressions. At first I enjoyed read- 
ing TAN. Now all you seem to be able to pris! 
are stories like “Too Dark For Love” that wa 
simply disgusting, “I Passed For White,” “My 
White’ Lover,” “I Couldn’t Marry My Negro 
Lover.’ 

What are you trying to prove? This is TA 
CONFESSIONS, not a book trying to convinet 
people that we can have white lovers. In mj 
17 years I have found that white boys are 20 
different from colored ones. Will you please 
stop writing trash about mixed love? If it’ 
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mixed you don’t have to point at it. Just as 
jong as the people are in love and they work 
out their problems it makes good reading. 
Leave the color out. 

Connie Davidson 


New York, N. Y. 
SAME HUSBAND 


| am a constant reader of TAN CONFESSIONS 
and I enjoy it very, very much. The story 
“Would You Marry The Same Husband 
\gain?” really struck a chord within me! 
| am 21 years of age and have been married 
3 years and a half. My husband and | 
separated in October and I’ve been deciding 
on securing a divorce but since [| read that 
sory it has made me think more seriously 
and deeply. Maybe it will bring about a rec- 
onciliation between us. I think you should 
publish more stories and articles of that type 
during this “epidemic” of broken marriages. 
Mrs. Christine Coffey 
Benton Harbor. Michigan 


GI PROBLEMS 


| read TAN CONFESSIONS as often as | can 
and | think they are the best of any magazine. 
[am a GI at Camp Gordon which is about 
l$miles from Augusta, the nearest town to our 
camp. We go there every day on pass. There 
ae a lot of 18 year old GI's at Gordon who 
are not married. However, the girls of Augus- 
ta do not like to talk to GI’s and if they do 
speak, they talk about us as if we are too 
disgraceful to be human. As a result, fellows 
like myself stay in camp and feel mistreated 
but the white GI’s seem to have a nice time. 
| thought I would let Tan Conressions 
know how we stand at Camp Gordon. 
Cpl. Earnest Meriweather 
Camp Gordon, Ga. 


HIGH SCHOOL READER 


| read every issue of your great book, TAN 
ConFESSIONS and would just like to tell you 
how much I enjoy it. 

| am a student at Cheltenham High and I 
get a copy of the magazine every month. Since 
| do not get a chance to finish all of it at 
home, | take it to school, but that doesn’t do 
much good either because | still don’t get a 
chance to read it there. All of my friends get 
hold of it and that is all of it for me. 

Your magazine has created a great sensation 
wound our school which is composed mostly of 
white students with the exception of a few 
colored students. We all enjoy the magazine 
very much and will be looking for your next 
issue, 

Clara E. Gaines 


Elkins Park, Pa. 
LIKES LETTERS 


lam proud to say I am one of your many 
ins, | read everything in your magazine from 
‘over to cover. | have enjoyed every moment 
fit, It is very interesting and true to life. | 
tad the “Letters to the Editor” first. I find them 
ry amusing. As for me, | think all types of 
‘ories are interesting because we have all types 
of people. 
I say keep up the good work, we need it. 
Annie McClain 
Chicago, Illinois 


GPS LAUD CONTENTS 
_We wish to congratulate you and your staff 
ot the fine appearance of Tan CONFESSIONS 

ind its interesting, well written contents. 
Cpl. J. A. Johnson 
Camp Lejeune, N. C. 
Pfc. Albert Davis 
Carthage, N. C. 











Gets teeth cleaner! Studies by dentists 
proved it! What’s more, for effectively 
fighting tooth decay, no other tooth 
paste—ammoniated or regular—has ever 
been proved better than Ipana. 


Sweetens breath instantly! Yes, when 
you use Ipana, you actually help re- 
move causes of embarrassing mouth 
odor—leave your mouth feeling clean, 


feeling good—sparkling clean and fresh! 








BREATH NOT AS SWEET, TEETH 
NOT AS CLEAN AS THEY CAN BE 


Ipana keeps your whole mouth 
cleaner, sweeter, sparkling! 


And don’t forget your gums! Brush- 
ing teeth from gum margins toward bit- 
ing edges lets Ipana’s active cleansing 
foam help remove irritants that can lead 
to gum troubles! 


Teeth, breath, gums—all three can 
cause “Tell-Tale Mouth.” Avoid it with 
refreshing, minty Ipana Tooth Paste! 
See for yourself. Get a tube of Ipana to- 
day at any drug counter. 





NEW! For better cleansing, use the new DOUBLE puTy Multifine Tooth Brush. Gives you over 1400 
fine, springy-soft nylon bristles — plus the twist in the handle. 1000 dentists helped design it. 
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Ven We 


Women 


with lovely, lustrous, 
thrilling hair 
appearance! 






Raveen’s 
new scientific 

formula works to help stop 
dry scalp, splitting hair, breaking ends. 


If you've been looking and looking for some- 
thing that would glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous appearance, 
RAVEEN may be the answer to your prayers. 
RAVEEN gets to work on that dry, itchy, 
scaly scalp and helps Nature to give you the 
appearance that goes with shining billows of 
long, lustrous hair you've always wanted. If the 
length of your hair has been affected by its un- 
due dryness, you owe it to yourself to try 
RAVEEN on our generous no risk offer. 


Woney Gack Guarantee! 


Try RAVEEN accord- 

ing to directions. If 
not completely sat- 
isfied, return unused 
portion of jar and 
full purchase price 
will be immediately 
refunded. 
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RAVEEWN Dep. tcs 


1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 


Please send me RAVEEN at once on your guar- 
anteed no risk offer. 


| enclose $1.20 
Send C.O.D. plus postage 


Name 28 — 





Address = Sa 


— 4a 


City ———— 





ad coupon for no rish offer! 
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M** IS A most propitious month for 

forming romantic attachments, for 
Venus, planet of love and affection, is 
joined with Jupiter, planet of good for- 
tune—a happy combination, encourag- 
ing happiness and plain ordinary light 
heartedness. 

The alert young man should feel the 
new energy of spring surging in his 
veins, and should seek at this time to win 
the consent of the lady of his choice. In 
all probability, he will find the person 
who is the object of his adoration in a 
responsive and happy mood. 

Engagements which take place during 
this hopeful and promising period are 
blessed by a rare and good planetary in- 
fluence, operative only at great intervals 
to such an extent as is evident during 
this year. 

Persons born under the sign of Taurus, 
April 20th to May 20th, are in the direct 
path of this promising romantic influ- 
ence. Others who will be affected by it 
are those born under Cancer, Virgo, 
Scorpio, Capricorn and Pisces. 

The position of Mars in the sign Scor- 
pio implies that desire and passion may 
become much in evidence this month, 
and this influence may cause some en- 
gagements and marriages founded on a 
purely biological attraction to develop 
unhappily and not as lasting as those 
formed with love and true affection as a 
basis. The least favorable days for mar- 
riage or engagement this month are: the 
7th, 8th, 15th, 16th and 19th. 

Some of the more harmoniously in- 
clined days for engagements are the 
morning of the 3rd, the 4th and 29th, 
and for marriages, the 31st. 

The high tide for romance occurs with 
the full moon of the 8th and 9th of May. 
But since these days are not under too 
friendly a guidance even this month, a 
great deal of judgment should be exer- 
cised. 


YOUR 


Those who think of marriage in a cop. 
servative and serious way, or those hay. 
ing flights of platonic idealism, may re 
ceive only vague encouragement at this 
time. Their rule in progressing along 
the romantic pathway should be one of 
patience. 

Colors which should receive proni- 
nence in dress this month are various 
shades of blues, especially the pastels, 
turquoise, peacock and robin’s egg blues 
A turquoise stone, according to a Per. 
sian proverb, carries with it happines 
and good fortune when given by a loving 
hand. This stone belongs to the month 
of May, up until the 20th of this spring 
month, 

The signs of Aries, Gemini, Leo, Libra 
Sagittarius and Aquarius are not ver 
prominent in the calendar until after the 
21st of May. 

Number combinations in the path o/ 
good fortune and “luck” during Mai 
are: 1, 4 and 6; 3, 6 and 9; 6, 7 and 8: 
2, 7 and 9. 

The planet tables provide a selectioi 
of favorable dates during May. as fol 
lows: 

Aries: 2, 5, 11, 12, 14, 17, 20, 25, 30 

Taurus: 4, 12, 16, 21, 23, 27, 28. 

Gemini: 1, 3, 15, 18, 21, 26, 28, 30. 

Cancer: 3, 8, 9, 15, 17, 21, 25, 28. 

Leo: 1, 4, 12, 16, 20, 22, 26, 28. 


Virgo: 3, 5, 9, 12, 16, 20, 26, 31. 
Libra: 2, 5, 12, 14, 17, 22, 28, 31. 
Scorpio: 3, 8, 13, 16, 20, 25, 26, 30. 


Sagittarius: 2, 5, 11, 16, 19, 26, 28,2) 

Capricorn: 3, 4, 12, 21, 24, 28, 30, 31 

Aquarius: 1, 4, 6, 9, 14, 16, 20, 26, 31 

Pisces: 2, 5, 11, 13, 17, 19, 20, 24, 2!. 

Do you know under which sign of th 
Zodiac you were born? If not, this it 
formation will be supplied to you if yo! 
send a self-addressed and stamped & 
velope to Helen Sides, Tan Confessior 
1820 South Michigan Avenue. Chicag?. 
I}linois. 
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RECORDS 


By Dan Burley 


HERE have been all kinds of argu- 
ments over boogie-woogie music. 
Feuds have developed as to who orig- 
inated it, where it actually began, what it 
means and whether or not it is music. 
Many articles have appearcd on the sub- 
ject, ranging from a couple of lines in 
somebody’s column to a whole book. 

Boogie-woogie was first recorded on 
QRS piano rolls and on Okeh Records 
by a big husky boy, Hersal Thomas. from 
Houston, Texas. Thomas was in the 
sixth grade at Chicago’s Douglas ele- 
mentary school when he played hooky to 
go downtown to QRS and record the 
then house party hymn of the Negro 
South Side, The Fives. That was a mo- 
mentous afternoon back in 1922, for the 
music Hersal played has become a tradi- 
tion which has supported a multi-million 
dollar annual offshoot of popular music 
writing and recording. 

Hersal was the younger brother of 
George W. Thomas, pioneer composer 
and music publisher who came up with 
such old-time favorites as Muscle Shoals 
Blues and the New Orleans Hop Scop 
Hersal, himself, was a superior 
musician, although he couldn’t read a 
note. He had ponderous hands, a sense 
of rhythm and showmanship that made 
him one of the “Short Pants” marvels of 
the keyboard in the days when the hori- 
ton was limited strictly to the Negro 
market. 

Needless to say, The Fives and The 
Rocks sold millions of copies. Pianist 
Hersal (Continued on page 46) 
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step Beauty Routine.” 


Blemishes*: “It is wonderful the way 
Noxzema helps heal blemishes*,” says Rita 
De Joungh of St. Albans, Long Island. “My 
skin looks so much smoother and softer 
since I’ve been following the Noxzema 4- 








look lovelierin lOdays 
« DOCTORS HOME 





or your money back! 


See for yourself if Noxzema’s Home 
Beauty Routine doesn’t help your skin 
look smoother, lovelier! 

This easy routine was developed by a 
skin doctor. In actual clinical tests, it 
helped 4 out of 5 women with problem 
skin to have lovelier-looking complexions. 

Surveys show that women all over the 
United States are switching to this sensi- 
ble care. Hundreds report they’re de- 
lighted with the way Noxzema helps heal 
externally-caused blemishes and _ helps 
skin look fresher, lovelier. 

See if it doesn’t help you. No mat- 

ter how many other creams you 

have used, try Noxzema. Remem- 
ber it is a medicated formula. 

That’s one secret of its amazing 

effectiveness! 


If you have a skin problem and long for 
a complexion that wins compliments — 
try this Beauty Routine for 10 days. 


Noxzema works or money back! 
If not delighted with results, just return 
jar to Noxzema, Baltimore. Your money 
back! That’s how sure we are that you 
can help your skin look lovelier with 
snow-white, greaseless Noxzema. 





3. Evening: 





Do you want an aid to a 
lovelier-looking complexion? 
Try this simple Beauty Routine! 


1. Morning: Smooth Noxzema 
over face and neck. Then with 
a cloth wrung out in warm 
water, wash your face with 
Noxzema instead of using 
soap. No dry, drawn feeling! | | 





2. Make-up base: Now apply 
a light film of greaseless, med- 
icated Noxzema as your pow- 
der-base. It holds make-up 
beautifully and helps to pro- 
tect your skin all day. 





“Creamwash"” 
your face again, using medi- 
cated Noxzema instead of 
soap. See how make-up and 
dirt disappear. How clean 
your skin looks. How fresh it 
feels. 





4. Greaseless Night Cream: 
Now apply Noxzema to help 
your skin look softer, smooth- 
er, lovelier. Always pat a bit 
extra over any blemishes* to 
help heal them — fast. It’s 
medicated! 
*externally-caused 


Skim Cheam 
40¢, 60¢ or $1.00 plus tax 
at any drug or cosmetic counter 
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GLAMOLIR BE-BOPS" 





Tomake you more athactive 


ALL IN CLEAR OR GREEN LENS 





These gorgeous glasses are for eye at- 
traction only. They have no power at 
all but protect your precious eyes 
against wind, dust and sun. Buy a pair 
for every change of dress. Look Smarter 
.. Be Lovelier! 
















GOLDEN 8OP-TOP 


Half and half optical beauty with golden metallic 
design. Brown, Black, Pink or Blue frames. 


Style No. 315 $395 





MISS COLLEGIATE’’ 


Exquisite hand polished, hand 
made Zy! optical frames with 
beautiful shiny finish. Tor- 


toise Shell, Light Brown, 
Black, Blue Pearl or Pink 
Pearl frames. 
Style No. 203 


$495 





SCHOLASTIC BOP 

The hit of the campus. Rim- 
ess 14 carat gold plated ear 
Clear, 


pieces. Latest style. 
Green, Amber or Blue lens. 
Style No. 309 


$9 95 


NEW ROSE TINTED Lens | 
{same style as above) “<e 
Be the first in your set to 
have these fashionable new 


Be-Bops. 
Style No. 308 $395 
BUY HIM A PAIR OF 
DELUXE BE-BOPS 

HE'LL LOVE YOU FOR IT 
Genuine optical Zyl. Light or 
Dark Tortoise Shell, Black or 


Light Brown frames. Comes 
n special ROSE TINTED, 


Green or Clear lens. 
Style No. 201 $495 
MEN‘'S LIGHTWEIGHT 

Tortoise Shell or Black frames. 


Clear or Green lens only. 


Style No. 318 $329 








SATISFACTION GUARANTEED OR MONEY RE- 
FUNDED. SEND NO MONEY... Pay Postmon plus 
small postage charge 


HERMAN OPTICAL CO. 


203 H Market Street, Newark, NJ 


*REG. U.S. PAT. OFF 
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TEEN 
TALK 


OTTY BROWN is a cute little trick 
with wide open eyes and a neat 
waist line. She’s no Dorothy Dandridge 
or Dorothy Lamour, but our Dotty has 
class. She is bright and clever, too, but 
serious beyond her 16 years. There are 
plenty of guys who would be glad to 
waltz Dotty around, to make a play for 
Dr. Brown’s oldest daughter. But, with 
Lester Davis on the scene, they might as 
well drop dead. Dotty and Lester have 
been going steady for two years. 

You see, when these two were in junior 
high they were the only colored students 
in their school. At every party or social 
affair that came along, they found them- 
selves pairing off together. It was sim- 
ply taken for granted that they would 
date each other. When they entered Dun- 
bar high where nearly all the students 
were Negroes, Dotty and Lester kept 
right on going together. 

After a few unsuccessful attempts to 
pry Dotty loose from her shadow, Dun- 
bar males gave up, left her strictly alone. 
The girls got nowhere with Sonny Boy, 
but goodness knows they tried. Not even 
The Fireball could lead him astray, al- 
though she did manage to get him to take 
her to one of the intercity football games. 

Dotty and Lester are like a lot of teen- 
agers who are going steady. Going 
steady is by no means a crime, but it can 
present problems to the couple concerned 
as well as their parents and friends. Un- 
less you are old enough to settle down to 
one-man, one-woman contentment and 
are sure that your mate is the one and 
only, better give steady dating a second 
thought. 

Some desperate gals in these days of 
male shortage, grab the first fellow they 
can catch and hang on for dear life. 
Who’s to blame them? Having a steady 
means security against lonely Saturday 
does 


away with the endless angling for a bid 


nights and dateless formals. It 


to the junior prom or senior hop, the 
anxiety of not knowing whether you will 
be invited. It saves you the embarrass- 
ment of facing the rest of the girls with 
your pitiful little tale of a splitting head- 











ache or that too-cheerful boast of how 
many dates you could have had. 

Looking at it from that angle. honey 
chile, steady dating certainly has its com. 
pensations, but that is not the whole 
story. Dotty, for instance, says she is in 
love with Lester. They haven't talked 
much about it, however, but there is an 
understanding that they will eventually 
marry. Lester is the only boy she has 
ever dated, so she cannot be sure that she 
wouldn’t like somebody else—and a 
whole lot better. But fat chance she has 
of meeting anyone now! 
scares the other fellows away. 

In all too many cases, steady dating by 
those who start with the gong, ends ina 
broken marriage. Too late they find 
that “somebody else” and realize that 
what they mistook for real love was just 
a youthful infatuation. 

Dating, according to the long-haired 
boys who write the books, is called the 
“first sign of formalized sexual patterns 
Just among us chickens, it 


Lester. dear, 


in society.” 
is a period of shopping around for a soul 
mate and having a lot of good clean fun. 
From the first date at 14 or 15 to the 
later teens and early 20’s, a gal plays the 
field, dating a number of guys as differ- 
ent in looks as they are in personality 
and disposition. Some charm her, some 
flatter, some amuse, some are kindred 
spirits, liking the same things she likes. 
in a palsy-walsy way. But by the time 
she has reached maturity, she knows 
pretty well which young man she likes 
Then she settles down to going 
steady; to concentrating on one man. 

Those who insist upon picking their 
pardners from the freshman cradle roll 
are also going to miss out on those five or 
six years of dating fun. Like Dotty and 
Lester, they are going to be left out of a 
lot of things because to the free-lancers. 
they are out of the running. While every- 
body is talking about the train excursion 
to State College for the spring relays. 
those two are home piling up their per 
nies for curtains and a bedroom suite. 
When the whole school heads for the hills 
hobo day, the (Continued on Page 54) 


best. 
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- YOUNG hospital attendant had 
everything to live for—up until the 
evening when his pretty fiance gave 
him back his ring without any explana- 
tion at all. Things had just begun to 


look rosy for the young man. He was 
doing well on his job, had made a down 
payment on the intended love nest in one 
of the best sections of St. Louis. 

Then, out of a clear blue sky, the girl 
said she’d rather not get married. 

There hadn’t been any serious misun- 
derstanding, not even a lover’s spat. 

The young man begged for a reason 
but the girl was adamant. She just 
didn’t want to get married, she insisted. 

Shocked and hurt, the young man 
walked home. sunk in the depths of de- 
jection, 

The only one he had to turn to for 
solace his widowed 


advice and was 


mother. His mother had always loved 
him dearly. He was her whole world. 
She had fought and struggled to educate 
him and buy him the best of everything. 

In the darkened living room of his 
mother’s home, the young man sat down 
She 
was sympathetic and understanding, but 
she didn’t seem to take the matter as 


and painfully told mom the story. 


seriously as he had believed she would. 

“Don't about it. she 
counseled him. “You'll find someone 
You'll fall out of love. 
awfully now. | know. but you'll get over 
it.” 


WOITy dear. 


else. It hurts 


The young man tried to explain that 
the GIRL was the only girl in the world 
for him and that without her. he would 
be completely lost. 

His mother (Continued on Page 46) 
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new, unbroken silhouette! And anyone can 
have today’s trim, tapered, pencil slim shape 


Powerful, all Lastex action-back provides 
firm, comfortable support without 

ugly crease marks. Here is an ingenious 
all-in-one that is altogether the season’s most 
daring, most exciting figure-builder. Best of 


WHITE PINK BLUE BLACK 
Acup, 32-36 B cup, 34-40 C cup, 36-42 
Send no money! Satisfaction Guaranteed! | 


WILCO FASHIONS CO., Dept. TF 99 


45 €. 17th St. N.Y. C. 
Yes! Please rush your Front-2ip TRIOLETTE at 5.95 


cur Sue ist Color Choice 2nd 

CD | enciose 5.95. You pay postage. () Send C.0.0. | will pay postage. 
Name 

Address 

City, Zone, State 


Money Bock Guarsates! tf net delighted, | may return ia 10 doye! 


 slims silhouette — like nothing else can! 


Picking an underfashion isn’t enough anymore 
— it must be selected to give you the smooth, 
q 


with remarkably different TRIOLETTE. Just ZIP 
for instant FIT! No more stretching, straining... 
no more cup pinching... no bulges, rolls—anywhere! 


all—-sensationally new, wonder-fitting, front-zipper 
TRIOLETTE costs little more than longline bra alone! 


a, 
\ 





Does your figure fit the fashion as well as your clothes? 
remarkable, new FRONT ZIPPER A 


TRIOLETTE 


M nips waist provides uplift 





















1. uphit bra 
2. plunge bra” 

3. warst mpper 

4. garter belt 





EXTRA! Smooth hook ‘n’ eye 
front conforms to any plunge neckline 
Adjustable straps included 





JOB § NOT BOMBS % AMERICANS 





START as HIGH as $3,450 AYEAR 


MEN—WOMEN © csncciw incrivure. 


FRANKLIN INSTITUTE 
Prepare NOW 


= Dept. H-5!, Rochester 4, N. Y. 





co , Cary 


~ ane 10M 


A high school educa- 
tion the simplifiea, 
low-cost Wayne Way! 
No classes; home study 
in spare time; com- 








(Not Government Controlled) 
For Next 


plete academic subjects; thorough, quick in- 





Examination » Sirs: Rush to me without charge, | struction ... and on completion, a High School 
¢ * (1) 32-page book with list ot many | diploma! Gain this advantage to_ better living, 
“wt en > tS. Government Bia Pay Jobs: | to a richer, more successful life. Write for free 
School ° Tell me how to qualify for one cateten 

Necessary. 4 these solv ut aol 

: ‘a SCHOO Catalog HAS-13, 

ee ) 2527 SHEFFIELD AVE. 
SURE. / Ada a QUES CHICAGO 14, ILLINOIS 
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LEE MODES Dept. TC 5 

12th Street & 7th Avenue, Babylon, N. Y. i 

Please send me pairs of MAMIE | 

Size Width | 

Color 2nd Choice | 

Shoe Pictured Conventional Loafer | 

| 

NAME j 

ADDRESS — 

CITY ZONE STATE 

Brawn, entinees red oF Black ‘elk lecther | am enclosing payment in full. | 
Sizes 4-1] including half sizes EEE Send postpaid 0 ! 
width only. Also available in flat heel ! am enclosing $1.00. Send C.O.D. for balance | 
conventional loafer $6 95 plus postage 0 1 
You save postage and C.O.D. charges if money ! 

Send For Free Catalog is enclosed. 10 day refund guarantee. | 
ae eb ih nb Sa Sen ah i es 
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/ let Russ kiss me, but I kept my feelings 
in rein. | was playing for keeps. I couldn't 
lose him now. 
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Valerie had a carefully worked-out blueprint for capturing a husband. It was a good 


blueprint, but in order to get Russ, she had to use tricks that weren’t in the book. 


| STOOD on tiptoe at the edge of the 
lake and let the big white towel slip 
from my shoulders, taking care to strike 
a provocative pose. The sun streamed 
down on my long black curls and lay 
like a warm caress on my body, spot- 
lighting the contrast between the smooth 
brown of my skin and the white elastic 
bathing suit that gently hugged my 
curves. The glances that turned my di- 
rection told me | had achieved the de- 
sired effect. 
my carefully-written drama, a produc- 


The curtain was rising on 


tion that would have a happy ending—if 
all went well. 

You see, I was following a plan, a step 
by step outline guaranteed to win me a 
husband before my vacation ended. | 
had a deadline of two short weeks! 

I know this makes me sound like a 
Actually. | 


was no more desperate than the other 8 


woman grasping at straws. 


million women in the U. S. between the 
ages of 18 and 44 who are still unmar- 
tied. The difference was that | was de- 
termined to change the Miss in front of 
myname to Mrs. | knew that with every 
passing day my chances were growing 
dimmer. I had decided to do something 





about it and now, after 12 months of 













planning and preparation, | was ready 
40 launch my campaign. 






| I splashed about in the water for a few 
Minutes, then went back to the blanket | 





i spread out on the sand. Slipping on 
sun glasses, | stretched out. It ap- 
fared that my arrival on the beach had 
used a stir of interest among the men 











e, but I gave no sign I was aware of 
t So far things had gone well. | checked 
With only 


on my plan of action. 








two weeks to reach my goal, | couldn’t 
afford any mistakes. 

To begin with, I had no illusions that 
On the other 
hand, | was far from being the type who 


| was a raving beauty. 


winds up as a wallflower at every dance. 
| had the average amount of looks and 
brains, but I had learned to make the 
best of them. As confidential secretary 
to a successful advertising man, | had to 
keep up a pleasing appearance. Looking 
at myself objectively, | considered my- 
self a fairly “good catch.” 

The trouble was that the men in my 
life were all confirmed bachelors. Not 
one of the fellows who took me out ro- 
manced me and got me thinking serious- 
ly of marriage had the slightest intention 
They liked 


the way they lived as carefree men-of- 


of giving up his freedom. 


the-world, not tied down by any respon- 
sibilties. You've seen the type—good- 
looking and intelligent. They know how 
to entertain a woman and are quite able 
to support a wife. They're fast on their 
feet. however. The minute a girl starts 
trying to get serious, they can smell or- 
ange blossoms in the air and light out 
like scared jackrabbits. Lester Nelson, 
my latest romantic interest, was like all 
the rest. 

Les and I hit it off beautifully from 
the start and before long our friends be- 
gan remarking what a “perfect couple” 
we were. It got so I could almost feel 
Les wince and withdraw into himself 
someone went into that 


every time 


routine. As for me, I hoped and prayed 
that something would open his eyes and 
he would see how much | wanted him. 


The fact that I was fast approaching 30 


had plenty to do with it, but above all. 
Les was the kind of man a woman could 
easily love. True, I hadn’t experienced 
the thunder and lightning that is sup- 
posed to signal falling like a ton of 
bricks, but Les and I had the same in- 
terests and always had fun together, no 
matter what we did. 

It was at the Zeta sorority’s winter 
formal that I was rudely shocked into 
realizing that | was merely wasting time 
with Les. 
room and approaching the group of 
friends I had just left, I walked right into 
Les was towering above the 


Returning from the powder 


disaster. 
others, looking so handsome in his white 
tie and tails, that my heart skipped a beat 
or two. He had his back to me and was 
talking to Coreen, one of my sorority 
sisters who had been married for about 
a year. 

“I love married life,” Coreen was say- 
ing as I neared them. “Any normal 
woman does, Les. By the way, when are 
you and Valerie going to set a date?” 

“Why, I haven’t even asked her to 
marry me,” Les replied. “She seems 
perfectly satisfied to go on as we are. 
You know, a million laughs together and 
loads of fun, but—” He shrugged his 
wide shoulders. “Besides, I’m allergic to 
rice and old shoes!” he laughed. 

Glancing over his shoulder, Coreen 
saw me and her face registered embar- 
rassment. Apparently, Les didn’t notice. 
for when he finally saw me he grabbed 
my hand and said, “You’re as fresh and 
beautiful as you were when the evening 
started, darling. You should pass your 
secret on to (Continued on Page 48) 

































. fered miseries with acne. 
Ley a lot of remedies, _ 
none of them helped me i 
Black and White yer Fo 
sure works fine. It reliev been 
itching, burning and 4% wen 
better than anything — 
used. Sure thank you for th 


i me. 
wonderful relief it gave 
Hewkins, 
Ing Mes allisville Roed, 





Houston, Texas 












OVER 5! MILLION PACKAQGES SOLD 
If you suffer itchy, 
misery of blackheads, 
acne, eczema, simple 
raneyers. et and 
use Black and White 
Ointment today. 25c, 


60c, 85c. Also use 
Black and White Soap. 


BLACK 48> WHITE 


OINTMENT 











Amaring New Plan! 


DRESSinVOU 


EOR ORDERING 3! 
Send No Money —Pay No Money! 


Your choice of Gorgeous New Dress or 

Suit—in your favorite style, size, color, 

en to you for sending orders for only 

s for your neighbors, friends or 

yoar family. That’sali! Notonecent to 

pay. Everything supplied without cost. 

Experience Unnecessary 
SAMPLES FREE! 


Famous Harford Frocks willsend you . 


4 big, new Style Line showing scores of 

latest fashions, with actual fabrics, 

| in dresses—including seperates, mix 

& match, convertibles, casuals—cot - 

# tons, nylons, rayons, others—at sei:- 

wa Sationally low money-saving prices. 

| Alsosuits, sportswear, .ho- 

siery, children’s wear. Show styles, 
fabrics to neighbo i 


etti ne te ward fe el 2 
ing a complete or yourself— 
Easy! Mah coupon for complete Style Line TODAY ! 


——- C-5117, Cincinnati 25, Ohio 


HARFORD FROCKS, Dept G-5117,Cincinnati25, Ohie : 
HARFORD FROCKS Style 





© Please rush me the new 
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_ THE average woman gets a 

proposal of marriage from a famed 
personality, she usually jumps at the 
chance. But I didn’t. Not because | 
consider myself better than the general 
run of women, nor because | didn’t want 
to say “yes.” For the exciting matri- 
monial bid | got from Earl Hines that 
day some six years ago came as a thrill 
beyond anything | had ever dreamed. 
After all, Earl was a world renowned 
piano star and maestro, a man who jazz 
critics everywhere recognized as an im- 
portant influence in his field and a dis- 
coverer of great talent like Billy Eckstine, 
Sarah Vaughan, Arthur Lee Simpkins 
and Herb Jeffries. 


good looks, suavity and vigor—desirable 


He had popularity, 


traits practically every woman looks for 
Yet I backed down at his 
Why? 


I have always thought of marriage as 


in a man. 
initial offer. 


something very sacred: something much 
more than a short-time proposition. Once 
married, | figure, a couple should stay 





that way until death do them part. 


BY MRS. EARL HINES 





Experts say the best way for a person 
to make sure his marriage will live for- 
ever is to thoroughly understand the 
other party to the matrimony. I go along 
with that theory 100 percent. At the 
time Earl made his first proposal to me, 
| had only known him as a close friend 
for little more than a year. I had first 
met him in 1943 in California where | 
was vacationing. He was directing his 
last big band on a night club date. A 
mutual friend of ours introduced us. The 
friend told Earl that I could sing. That 
put us on common ground. Soon after 
that first meeting, Early asked me to 
audition for the female vocalist job in 
his band. I did and he was impressed 
enough to hire me. 

For two years or so, I sang regular 
with FEarl’s 
maiden name of Janie Moses, at the same 


aggregation under mJ 
time studying voice under his excellet! 
tutelage. He has one of the keenest eats 
for sounding out good music in the jaa 


game today. (Continued on Page 65) 
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By Helen Sides 


- IS rarely given serious considera- 
tion by counselors who discuss love 


“its highest sense.” Yet, no one can 
deny the fact that sex is a vital and im- 
portant factor in human life. Many per- 
sons become confused in attempting a 
thoughtful approach to this subject by 
their apparent inability to differentiate 
between the physical and spiritual planes 
of sex. The sex stimulus can be ex- 
pressed in either, or in both these planes. 
It may, for example, find its expression 
in service and adoration, or it can be- 
come primitive, possessive and some- 
times ugly. 

While everyone has an absolute right 
to freedom of expression in sex matters, 
we should remember that people differ 
in responses, just as they do in body 
structure. We should be considerate to 
our mates. Far too many people put too 
much emphasis on the self-gratification 
which sex offers. The most serious cause 
of broken marriage is the lack of sexual 
harmony. It is not what we receive in 
life that counts: it is what we give. 

Just as we learn to walk, talk, eat and 
are taught certain social etiquettes, we 
should acquire an understanding of sex. 
Your handwriting reveals the physical 
and mental factors of all your emotional 
urges, and in handwriting many of the 
solutions can be found to problems 
which are disturbing you. 

Fig. 1. This specimen of handwriting 
reveals a writer lacking in pride, or per- 


sa 
Fie. £ 


Lntloae ng a LE oft acta rcan tmartlapt 
iv, x 

sonal esteem. This is shown in the short 
dstem. There is also an element of im- 
pulsiveness (little or no space between 
words) plus a definite physical sexual 
urge (extreme amount of ink in the low- 
er loop, left slanted letters). Emotional 
sensitivity is indicated by the open T 
stem and some upper letters which are 
right slanted. 

This writer finds expression solely on 
a physical plane. (Continued on Page 49) 
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oe MRS. JACKSON: I hope you 

will be able to help me with my 
problem. I am 22 years of age, and 
have a baby daughter one year old. My 


: ° problem is that my husband and [| are 
e Get a jar of NADINOLA Bleaching Cream separated, and have been for about six 
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“You're the non-marrying kind who likes 
to string a woman along,” | said. | was 
smiling when / said it, but | was deter- 
mined that this time we would have a 





showdown. 
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THE SIN | CANT FORGET 


When Mardi found out Ren was handing her a line about marriage, she should have 
walked out of his life. Instead she schemed her way right into a horrible tragedy. 


OAN HAS just left. She’s off to a 

dance tonight and she stopped by to 
show me her new gown. Sparkling and 
vivacious, Joan brings rainbows into my 
life every time I see her. But seeing her 
also brings shadows across my memory 
because of the secret—the terrible secret 
which I must never tell her. 

Sitting here in the darkened living 
room, | think of Joan’s words as she 





waltzed out the door, her precious pack- 
age under her arm. 

“Gee, Mardi, you’re so wonderful to 
me,” she had told me. “I don’t know 
what I’d do without you.” 

Joan turns to me just as she would 
to her own Often I shudder 
when I think of the horror and hatred 
which would poison her youthful hap- 


mother. 


piness if she knew that her mother might 


be alive today if it hadn’t been for me. 
Ren was right. Joan never 
know that my generosity to her is my 


must 


try at atonement for my sin—the sin I 
can’t forget. 

Time and again, I have tried to find 
an excuse for that sin. I have tried to 
blame Ren because, if it hadn’t been for 
the lie he told me, the double life he 


led, things wouldn’t have turned out as 
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Often I’ve tried to explain 
ns by thinking back to the un- 
fe | lived at home long before 

I’ve told myself that if I had 

happy home life. | wouldn’t 
ome involved in a mess which 

own life and hurt Joan’s 
desperately that she was 


suicide. 


ig to me, making me think £-Pes_the 
nly woman in your life Bur | cart. | 

FJ * ad - ‘ As 
wont pire vouup. | wont? 


I know that none of these excuses are 
honest. I know that I sinned horribly 
and as long as | live I'll carry it on my 
conscience. 

As the street lights flickered softly on 
outside the house, my mind went back 
to that desperate time when the tragic 
story began—all the way back to the 
time | ran away from home. 


It was a dollar and seventeen cents 
which drove me from home. Oh. of 
course it was more than that, but Pa’s 
meanness came to the bursting point that 
night back in our home town of Indian 
Springs, and when it was so clearly 
pointed out that pennies meant more 
than a girl’s happiness I decided to 
( lear out. 
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The closest to my dream of having 
|pretty clothes and a date came when 
Tom Willard took me to the high school 
junior hop. He was a football star and 
he could have taken just about any girl 
‘to that dance, so when he asked me | 
vas amazed and excited almost out of 
‘my skin. 

Ma had slaved and scrimped to make 
ime a new dress for that dance. 

“You’re so wonderful,” I told her 
_with a big hug as I tried on the blue, 
“You shouldn’t do it, 





























































‘flowing formal. 
Ma.” 

“Now none of that,” she chided, but 
she was pleased that | appreciated her 
‘efforts. “A girl has a right to a few 
_good times and some memories. Mem- 
Fories—good ones—are important. They 
Ptake a person over some rough times. 
Just have a good time. That’s 
enough for me.” 

I'd wanted a wave, a real, profes- 


pay 


‘sional wave in a beauty shop, and with 
that I’d be as complete as Cinderella. 
Pa gave me some money that afternoon 
to buy some groceries. He counted out 
all the grocery money for he was afraid 
| Ma would get extravagant with his hard- 
| earned and tightly-held dollars. For as 
long as I could remember, Pa had de- 
'manded an accounting for every penny 
| which went out of the house. 
I got the groceries and was walking 
'back to the house when I suddenly 
"stopped in front of the beauty parlor. | 
stood there a long time. I had every- 
thing a girl could want—a date with 
'Tom Willard, a new dress, everything 
Fexcept a wave. My hair which was 
mahogany color, would really set that 
new dress off. I owed it to Tom to look 
pretty. I owed it to myself, to the mem- 
ories Ma had spoken of. 
The proprietor was smiling at me 
through her window. She came out to 
| the sidewalk. I had known her for a long 
time but had never been able to patron- 
ize her. 
“Hello, Mardi,” she said. “Something 
on your mind?” 

“Oh, nothing,” I stammered. 

“You going to the dance tonight. 
Mardi?” 

“Sure,” I flung back proudly. “I’m 
going with Tom Willard.” 

“Tom Willard?” she said with disbe- 
lief. “Well, your hair sure ought to be 
done up for a nice boy like him.” 

There was a dollar and seventeen cents 
left in my purse from the grocery money. 














“I forgot to bring any money down 


town with me,” I said in embarrass- 
ment. 

“Haven't you got any money?” the 
beautician queried. 

“Just a dollar seventeen.” I smiled and 
shrugged. 

She grabbed my arm and before I 
knew it I was inside the beauty shop. 


she said with finality, 


“Listen, honey,” 










in a heap like a bag of sticks. He was 
beyond words but when I looked at him 
he was twitching and squirming, his big 
fists “God help me!” he 


roared. “I’ve not only got a thief but a 


clenched. 


liar in my house!” 

He stomped out of the house. I went 
to the dance and did my best to be gay. 
Tom was very sweet and boys who had 


never looked at me before were asking 


Joan, the daughter of the man Mardi loved and lost, 
thought the world of Mardi. If she had known the truth, 
her admiration would have turned to fierce hatred. 









“T got a little time this afternoon. You 
give me the dollar seventeen and I'll 
make you look pretty.” 

“But—” I knew in a moment it was 
useless to protest. I wanted that wave 
more than anything right now. I wanted 
to be at my best tonight. | submitted 
to her persuasion. 

A clammy terror gripped me as | 
neared home. I was hoping Pa would 
be out. I held my breath and entered the 
house on tip toe. I sneaked up to my 
room. In a few minutes Ma came in 
quietly. 

“Your hair!” cried Ma. 

“I—I had to do it Ma. | 


help it.” 


couldn’t 


She said nothing but I knew she was 
as fearful as I about what | had done. 

I didn’t get away with it. Pa called 
me down when he came in from his 
garden. 

“Where’s my change?” he demanded. 
He didn’t notice my hair; didn’t care 
how I looked. He wanted his pennies. 
his precious, dirty little pennies. 

“There wasn’t any change, Pa,” I lied. 

“How come?” He looked at me as if | 
had committed murder. “Prices gone up 
or something?” he grunted. 

“T guess so, Pa.” I gulped. My palms 
were clammy. I was biting fiercely at my 
lower lips. 

“I'll phone the store and see what 
went up,” he said, turning into the hall, 
cursing at the cost of living and the dif- 
ficulty an honest man had to lay up a 
dollar. 

“Wait!” I cried. “I took the money. 
Pa. 


lar change and I spent it on a wave.” 


I lied. There was more than a dol- 


He struck me across the face and I fell 


It would have been 


to dance with me. 


the dream night of my life if I could 
have erased the memory of Pa standing 
over me, his curses, his bloodshot eyes, 
his hatred and fury. 

When Tom brought me home he said, 
“You were swell tonight, Mardi. Would 
it be all right if we went steady?” 

I liked Tom immensely but now | 
had had a taste of other boys’ arms 
I had 


their wondering and admiring 


around me. dancing with me. 
seen 
glances in my direction. I was a little 
drunk with the new awareness of my- 
self. 

“It’s sweet of you Tom, but I don’t 
want to be tied down,” [| said. 

He was crushed but managed a brave 
smile. I felt a wave of tenderness for 
him. “Goodnight, Tom,” I told him. 

He kissed me on the cheek, a timid, 
sister-brother kind of thing. Then he 
strode off. 

I assured Ma I had had the most won- 
derful time a girl could have in this life. 

“It was worth it then,” she smiled, and 
kissed me. “Goodnight Mardi, darling.” 
Her eyes were shining. She went to bed 


happy. 


L drend I had told Tom applied to all 

phases of my life—or so I thought. 
There wasn’t going to be any early mar- 
riage for me. My sisters were all tied 
down with kids and disgruntled hus- 
bands. I wanted no part of the life Ma 
had lived. I wanted to get out. To do 


‘this took money and to get money | 


needed a job. I landed one at the cos- 
metics counter of the only department 
store in town. 


I had money (Continued on Page 55) 
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What hurt Jimmy more than 


the threat of a lynch mob was 





T TAKES more courage than you can 

imagine for me to write this, to set 
down the near-tragic events of those har- 
rowing 48 hours just as I lived them a 
short time ago. It is pretty hard to forget 
when your best and only boy friend 
escapes death at the hands of a lynching 
mob by a heel-squeak. But when you 
yourself were responsible for practically 
hanging the noose around his neck— 
when you yourself so blindly lost faith 
in him and let him down at the most 
critical moment of his life, then it’s im- 
possible to forget. 

In fact, the whole town of Highland, 
where I live, hasn’t forgotten. You see, 
what happened there, just north of the 
Mason-Dixon line, was something that 
people usually associate with the wild 
west of certain backward sections of the 
deep South. 

I remember a poem that says “God’s 
in his heaven, all’s right with the world,” 
but some things that occur in real life 
make those words seem only a poet’s 
dream. Life can be beautiful, but when 
men and women try to take the law into 
their own hands to avenge a wrong, then 
life can become a living hell. 

That’s the way it was when terror 
stalked the streets of Highland. Fear 
haunted the pleasant yards and crept into 
the comfortable living rooms and nurs- 
eries of the neat white cottages in the 
residential section. Mothers walked their 


that Peggy Anne thought him 


guilty of rape 


children back and forth to school, and 
even clutched their hands tightly in the 
bustling safety of the super-markets. 
The men of the town were angry too. 
They sat huddled in groups at night, 
cleaning their rifles and talking less of 
business and more of the pioneer tradi- 
tion when each man protected his own. 
Like many another fair-sized midwest- 
ern town, Highland had no industry and 
no slums—unless you count those three 
or four square blocks on the west end of 
town that people just ignore. Set on a 
bluff above the river the town was full 
of retired farmers and young married 
couples; a town of schools and churches, 
prosperous from the rich farmlands sur- 
rounding it. Violence and crime were un- 
known. That is—until that fateful spring. 
Suddenly the news went around that two 
children had been found dead, horribly 
mutilated. From the rumors that spread 
like wildfire, it didn’t take the coroner to 
tell that their small 
criminally violated. No child was safe. 


bodies had been 


because the killer was still at large. 

Although I shuddered over the head- 
lines and could not bring myself even to 
read the stories, it never occured to me 
that this tragedy could touch my life. 
Everything had a shimmering enchant- 
ment for me that spring. | was 16 and 
somehow during the had 
changed from a chubby adolescent into 
a young lady (Continued on Page 76) 
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Linda was doomed to die. but 


first she wanted some fun. She 


seta trap for a handsome man. 


Then her own heart betrayed her. 





known all along it was too good 

and now my usual hard luck 
t to catch up with me. My last 
escape Fate’s unfair treatment 
s away with each passing min- 
»oked as if on top of everything 





uffered all these years, I was 
wind up a bride left at the altar. 
kept telling myself Gil would 
shortly with the wedding ring 
hed back to the hotel to get. He 
to come back! 
s had been going too smoothly. 
| the license and had driven to the 
a minister recommended by the 
ity hall. Just after we had in- 
yurselves and been ushered in- 
sy, well-furnished home, Gil 
discovered he had left the ring. 
on, Linda,” he said. “We'll 
ring and come right back.” 
n't care about a wedding ring. 
ted was to get it over with. | 
; vetulant feeling that Gil had pur- 
: rgotten the ring, that he was de- 


























liberately trying to postpone the moment 
of our marriage. Then, too, | was worn 
out from the tension and from the long 
ride. I felt as though I were going to 
cry. The weariness must have shown on 
my face, for the minister’s wife said 
kindly, “You look all tuckered out, my 
dear. Why don’t you stay here while he 
goes?” 

We had followed her suggestion. Now 
as I sat alone in the living room, the 
minutes dragged by like links of an end- 
less chain. With each tick of the big 
clock on the mantle my hopes sank lower 
and lower. I had been foolish enough 
to think that all of a sudden | could 
break the jinx which had haunted me all 
my life. As I sat, too numbed by fear 
to move, thoughts of my childhood 
passed through my mind in kaleidoscopic 
pattern. I relived the scenes, felt again 
the blows that had almost crushed my 
spirit and soul. They were blows so 


senseless and (Continued on Page 50) 
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I sat there nervously, pre- 

tending to read. But I was 

thinking: “Why doesn’t Gil 

come? Suppose he stands 

me up on my wedding day. 

What if he’s found out ’'m 
a phoney?” 








How to Live Without 





Vi Y HUSBAND, Arthur Prysock, is 
\ iway from me nine months out of 
ear—and I’m glad of it! 
efore you sprain your brain jump- 
conclusions, allow me to state em- 
tically that | love and respect Arthur 
more today than I| did six years 
{ one seven-month-old female income 
deduction ago. That’s exactly how 
it has been since we repeated our 
s” before the minister. 
Vhat’s more, I'm no empty-headed 
ety dame who hates household or 
duties; nor a playgirl who likes 
rail the glamor set or to put out the 


ts in every spot in town. 
fact, V'll take my chances of com- 
on with any one of you self-satisfied 
who consider yourselves model 
ng wives and devoted mothers. 





‘love with each other as we 





g attention between injant daughter, Jeanartta and pet 
. Butch, Jean Prysock takes time out from busy daily 
jutine of housework, decorating St. Albans home. 


Yet, I’m still glad I don’t see my hus- 
band more than three months a year. 

Why? 

To be perfectly honest. I’m convinced 
that. if it were not for Arthur’s work, 
which takes him away from home most 
of the time, we might not be as much in 
Who 


can tell? We might not even be together. 


are. 
But we are together—wonderfully to- 
gether during those three months Ar- 
thur is home. And when he isn’t, I live 
a happy productive life because of one 
fact. I have learned to live without a 
husband. 

It isn’t hard to learn this when you 
are really, really in love with the one 
you married. It isn’t 
have the kind of confidence in him that 
I have in Arthur. 


hard when you 


| Wife of bobby-sox favorite Arthur Prysock says you can learn to live without a husband 


and like it—provided your love is real and your interests are varied. 


By MRS. ARTHUR PRYSOCK 


Confidence between married folk is 
obviously a two-way deal. My crooner 
hubby has no doubts or fears about my 
running wild or breaking marriage vows 
while he is playing a one-niter in We- 
nishkikosh. In the first place, he knows 
that I have our little Jeanartta to love 
and care for. Any mother of an ac- 
live, intelligent seven-months-old knows, 
without my going into details. how ex- 
hausting—and satisfying—it is to be 
mommy, nurse, playmate and comforter 
all in one. 

Being a young baby, Jeanartta keeps 
me pretty much occupied during the day 
Most 
of my evenings are taken up with doing 
paper work which I hope is helping Ar- 
thur’s career. Every fan letter he re- 
ceives—and there are thousands of them 


on up until six o’clock at night. 





Coaxing baby Jeanartta into taking afternoon nap, Jean gets ready 
to answer singer husband’s fan mail, mail out autographed pictures, 
correspond with members of Arthur Prysock fan clubs. 
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—comes in for careful reading. Since 
Arthur doesn’t have the time to answer 
each one personally, I reply to most of 
them for him. Often I find a letter 
which I think he ought to answer him- 
self and | forward it to him. One un- 
usual thing about Arthur is that he him- 
self reads all his mail. When he comes 
home, it has piled up in fantastic heaps 
and he insists on going through every 
pile of it. But to get back to how I 
occupy my time, another of my duties 
is corresponding with disc jockeys all 
over the country. I write them and tell 
them what Arthur is doing, what new 
records he has made, where he is appear- 
ing. I’ve been very happy to notice the 
response from the dee-jays. A number 
of them have written to ask me questions 
or to thank me for keeping in contact 


“age? 


er 


ay 


Relaxing with home-making magazine, Jean Prysock gets new ideas jor recently-pur- 
chased modest St. Albans home. She’s excited about hubby’s forthcoming farewell to 
Johnson orchestra to establish himself as single. Decca Records plan big Prysock buildup. 


with them. It always amazes me to have 
them do this, because actually, by being 
interested in Arthur they are doing a 
great deal to further his career. 
Arthur’s career is getting a big lift be- 
cause of the various Arthur Prysock fan 
clubs around the country. They all write 
him and let me know when their meet- 
ings were held, how many members they 
have and-what their plans are. There’s 
one new club of about 100 members in 
Brooklyn, that wonderful place where I 


went to school and grew up. This club 
contacted me and I invited them to come 
to our house for a meeting. It always 
makes me so proud to get to know the 
kids who think Arthur is tops. You see, 
I do too. 

Everyone doesn’t get excited enough 
about artists to start or join fan clubs. 
But there are a lot of Prysock enthusi- 
asts who want pictures. I take care of 
all requests from the stacks of pictures 
which Arthur has autographed and left 
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Absence makes her heart grow fonder insists Jean Pry- 


sock. whose handsome singer husband is away from 


home nine months out of the year. 





home with me. The most surprising 
quests come from fans. I’ve handled 
tters from fans who wanted a tie or 
ndkerchief from my husband’s ward- 
be. I send them. 
By this time perhaps you’re beginning 
get the idea that there’s plenty for me 
lo. But you haven’t heard it all yet. 
[here’s one thing I resolved when Ar- 
hur and | married. I intended to keep 
home clean and attractive at all 
ies, exerting just as much energy to 
» so as if he were employed on a nine- 
five job in the city and was coming 
yme every night to compliment me on 
ing a good homemaker. I always 
int his home to be pleasant for him— 
‘t in a show-off sort of way, but with 
atmosphere of comfort and coziness. 
r quite a while after we got married, 
e lived in an apartment and when Ar- 
hur surprised me by buying our home 
) Saint Albans on the date of our sec- 
id anniversary, | made up my mind 
hat | would keep it the kind of place 
hich would be relaxing for him and 
ake him proud. 
This means doing a thorough daily 
usekeeping job. It also means mak- 
ng new plans and rearranging things, 
redecorating and finding unique ideas 
m home magazines and newspapers. 


LONG WITH housekeeping goes my 
eternal quest for new and interest- 
which 
and satisfy that huge appetite 
No 
ne has ever accused my singing sweet- 
The hor- 


ible part of it is that | knew about as 


foods will 
incy 


vhich belongs to my 210-pounder. 
eart of bashfulness at table. 


uch about cooking as Christopher Co- 
umbus knew about backing down. So 
ve had to experiment and plan and 
udy and burn up things until finally. 
ve gotten to the point where Arthur 
an say honestly that he enjoyed a meal 
prepared for him. This was doubly 
Arthur, himself, is a 


nportant since 


f 


excite Arthur’s . 


wonderful cook. [| couldn’t have him 
bringing in the bacon and frying it too. 
I have lots of fun perfecting my kitchen 


When he 


comes home, I proudly produce some 


technique while he’s away. 


new delicacy which | know is his favor- 
ite. It makes him feel fine to know that 
I’m no longer Alice in Blunderland in 
the kitchen. 

A common question asked of wives of 
stars and performers is whether they 


aren't uncomfortable having their hus. 
bands away from home for long periods 
of time during which they are exposed 
to a great deal of feminine glamor. 
The way I look at it, with all the trav- 
elling Arthur does, he surely isn’t lost 
for a look at a pretty gal with well- 
turned-out ankles. In fact, most pro- 
fessionals I know, are more or less 
swamped with Grade A glamor back- 
stage every evening when the show goes 
on. When I got married, I figured I'd 
better keep the home fires lighted with 
the help of plenty of curves and what it 
takes to keep a man interested in com- 
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Ironing clothes in kitchen of cosy St. Albans home, Jean Prysock demonstrates she can 
do very well without maid. Handsome singer's wife became mother four months ago. 















ing home. Most women underestimate 
what it takes to hold a husband. They 
think their hardest ‘job is completed 
when they've got their man. Wrong 
again! The biggest job is keeping that 
guy you managed to lead up to the altar 
while his knees were weak. 

Feeling this way about it, I used to go 
to great lengths to prepare to be real 
glamorous for Arthur’s homecomings. | 
wanted to be every inch as sharp as the 
flooziest stage-door Jane who ever made 
bélieve all she wanted was an autograph. 
My swoon-crooner went along with my 
program for a while and then he sat 


down and told me the facts of life. 

He reminded me that when we had 
first met, he had tried to run away and 
forget about me. At that time, I was 
what he called a “square.” I didn’t eat 
or drink, couldn’t win any prizes dancing 
and had the wild belief that all show 
people were drunkards, lush-heads or 
something equally vile. He hadn’t suc- 
ceeded in forgetting about me, Arthur 
said, because I was different from the 
usual type of girl to whom he had been 
attracted. He didn’t marry me for 
glamour or for a sophisticated manner 
of wearing expensive clothes, he said. 





Selecting records recently waxed by her famed singer husband, Jean Prysock demon- 
strates one way she keeps loneliness ‘away during the many months he is on tour. 


Ee married me because, to him I was 
fresh and excitingly young-looking. 
Well, brother, that little peptalk on his 
part gave me a new attitude and, natu- 
rally, a real wonderful glow. When he 
comes home now I acquire that high- 
school look which he wants from me. 
I wear socks, saddles and slacks. That 
makes him feel okay about the unglam- 
orous way he parades around the house, 
looking like something fresh off the Bow- 
ery, unshaved, hair uncut—and, all in 
all, relaxed. 

{ have found out how to be relaxed 
also about the many female admirers 
who crowd Arthur’s dressing room and 
give him that “you great big beautiful 
man” stare. To a certain extent, it 
makes me feel awfully proud to know 
that he can inspire that kind of feeling 
in so many members of my sex. On the 
other hand, I’m human too and I hope 
the day won’t come when things go any 
further than the stare stage. But I know 
that Arthur’s success depends greatly on 
his maintaining his popularity—and es- 
pecially with the young and even not so 
young ladies. That’s why I very seldom 
accompany him on the road. Even 
when he’s in town—playing for perhaps 
a four-week period at the Savoy Ball- 
room, I go to the ballroom maybe once 
or twice during the engagement. When 
the wife is around, the good-looking star 
doesn’t get surrounded by the girls. As 
long as I’m the girl he wants to come 
back home to, I don’t mind Arthur’s be- 
ing the centre of attraction in a group 
of cooing female fans. Fact is, it rather 
makes me feel I had good taste when I 
said I’d marry him. 

I’m far from sorry I married Arthur. 
When he places his finger on the door- 
bell, we go into a real honest-to-goodness 
clinch. His kisses can’t be written off as 
the staid “husbandy” type. Not at all! 
They’re straight from the scene where 
the lover takes the woman he admires 
most into his arms and lets her know 
she’s the one. Believe me, that certain 
tingle never fails to run up and down my 
spine to this day. 

But, in between homecoming spine 
tingles, my life goes on contentedly. One 
of my most important activities—and 
about the only social one which Arthur 
doesn’t share—is my membership and 
active participation in the Tanawas, a 
club of young mothers. I’ve belonged 
to the club since I was nine years old. 
We have the (Continued on Page 82) 
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When an office witch tried to walk off with her man 
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pay to be a lady. 


i con't always 
lo discovered it doesn t alway’ 


aM RESEMBLANCE I bore to my sister Frankie 

ended when it came to being aggressive. Not that 
I let people run over me; I just had some pretty definite 
ideas about what was “lady like.” Some things, | 
maintained, a woman just couldn’t do and keep her 
dignity as a lady. 

Even when we were kids, it was Frankie who balled 
up her fists and lit into any bully who dared molest us, 
while I contented myself with an upturned nose and 
once in a while a poked out tongue to show my anger. 
My contribution to these childish battles wasn’t very im- 
pressive, but I took pride in never once forgetting to 
conduct myself in what I considered the proper manner. 

I managed to do all right for myself too. The em- 
phasis on etiquette and correctness paid off. I had a 
good job and an unblemished reputation. 

Yet, when a scheming office witch tried to ruin my 
chances for love and happiness and take my man, I 
suddenly saw things in a different light; I discovered 
that if something is worth having, it’s worth fighting 
for. So when the chips were down, I got up off my 
dignity and fought back. All this happened not so long 
ago and this is how it was. 

“Flo! You’re gonna be late again!” 

The day was starting off as usual and the sound of 
sister Frankie’s unladylike voice grated on my nerves 
more than usual this particular morning. Her lusty, 
leather-lung call from the foot of the steps each morn- 
ing would have been more at home in the bleacher 
section of some ball park, I decided, stepping off the 
bathroom scales. Bless Frankie’s heart! I could never 
quite make up my mind which was worse in the morn- 
ings, her hollering to get me off to the office on time or 
having to read the message on those scales each morn- 
ing. 

I twisted slowly in front of the mirror on the door. 
Well, Flo Hughes, I told my reflection, not too bad— 
for 33. I pushed my stomach in, gave my figure a 
critical glance, ran my fingers over the firmness of my 
chin. In the bright ceiling and wall light I felt re- 
assured. There were a few fine lines near my eyes, but 
I had to look very searchingly to see them. No one else 
would be able to notice them. 

I thought of Frankie puttering about in the kitchen. 
Poor Frankie! Ever since her youngish husband had 
neglected to come home one day two years ago she had 
let herself go completely. She looked like something 
out of a Bootsie cartoon. When she did go out, the 
makeup she piled on never quite lived up to the job it 
was supposed to do. 

After a few more of Frankie’s raucous reminders of 
the passing time, I hurried (Continued on Page 66) 
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ida was one of the hundreds of Southern girls who 
ck to New York, hoping to find it a haven where 
.-colored dreams come trues She found some 


.ppiness, and sume heartbreak. Only herheartbreak 
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DON’T believe there’s another job in 

the world like a sleep-in job and al- 
though they have their special problems, 
sleep-in girls—the domestics who live in 
the homes of their employers—are no 
different from other girls who either have 
husbands or 9-to-5 jobs and a normal 
routine of living. 

A sleep-in girl is on the job 24 hours 
a day and has to crowd a whole week of 
fun and freedom into the one day in 
seven that she has off. The gaiety and 
swiftness of it all, plus the terrible lone- 
liness, don’t give her much chance to 
carefully weigh her actions and plan her 
future. 

Each year hundreds of girls from all 
parts of the country go to New York, and 
because they have neither money nor a 
profession, wind up working in the 
swanky homes and big estates out on 
Long Island. Many of them get caught 
up in the glamorous, intriguing web of 
Big City life and the result may be hap- 
piness or heartbreak, comedy or trag- 
ae 

Lots of people look down on sleep-in 
girls, consider them inferior. Then, there 
are many folks who have all sorts of wild 
ideas about their morals. Every so often 
you see something in the paper about 
sleep-in girls who have misbehaved with 
the husbands of their employers—or who 
have been accused of it, but the average 
person doesn’t seem to realize that this 
is the.exception more often than the rule. 
I ought to know. I was a sleep-in girl. 
I wasn’t any better or any worse than 
the average. I made some bad mistakes 
and some wrong decisions and these er- 
rors almost proved tragically fatal, but, 
gosh, I’m getting a little ahead of my 
story. 

I guess I looked like a country hick 
when I got off the train at Penn Station 
in New York two years ago. Actually, 
I was from a small town in Virginia and 
had spent most of my life in Baltimore. 
But I wandered through the huge termi- 
nal with my eyes wide and my cheap 
suitcase banging against my legs. I'd 
never been in such a big building nor 
seen s6 many (Continued on Page 60) 
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‘ Ellen loved Jeff so much a 






& : but when she tried tc 





“Bilen. he cried harshly, “u here did you 
gepthe money to buy that dress? Lf youve 


touched our savings, ll break vour neck.” 


A Chenpukate 


she couldn’t stand to have a showdown about his tightwad ways, 


to solve the problem, she ended up in a police station. 


L OF hatred and misery, | sat in 
the small, gray room of the police 
lation. I hated the fat, red-necked ser- 
t who sat calmly behind the desk. 
fhated myself for my utter folly in get- 
ing mixed up in this terrible affair 
hich had disgraced me and Jeff. | 
yen hated Jeff. If it weren’t for his 
prrible stinginess, his tightwad habits, 
il wouldn’t have started gambling. If | 
dn’t started gambling, I wouldn’t have 
become involved in a sordid raid. | 
puldn’t be sitting here a prisoner, wait- 
g for my husband to come and get me 
—just like a bad child waiting for its 
her to report to school. 
Well, this would mean the end be- 
And 
that would make it a wonderful score. 
Pit would be the second time in my life 
sthat I had loved and lost a man. Leave 
fit to me, good old Ellen, the girl most 
likely to fail in love. 

Wearily, I closed my eyes while my 
mind drifted back to that first deep loss. 
My life had been like that of so many 
Living at home 


tween Jeff and me, I was certain. 


her girls of eighteen. 
ith my parents in Glenridge, I’d been 
ngaged to Rob Gordon. I dreamed those 
eet, impassioned dreams which come 
to every romantic teen-ager. In two 
Wears Rob would graduate as a pharma- 


st and become a partner in his father’s 


We'd have a June wedding 


and settle down in one of those small 


drugstore. 


new bungalows on Elm Drive. 

The world seemed so shiny that April 
night. Rob and I walked together in the 
amber-tinged twilight under trees that 
wore their like Easter 
I was so lost in bliss I hardly 


leaves delicate 
bonnets. 
noticed Rob’s unusually quiet mood. 
Near the deserted square he stopped 
abruptly and a sudden chill premonition 
shot through me as I met his earnest, 
searching glance. He spoke _ huskily. 
“Ellen, I’m not going back to college. 
I’m through with pharmacy. I want to 
study art.” 

I stared at him in amazement. 

“I tried to make a go of it for Dad’s 
sake. But now I know what I want to 
do—study in Paris, New York,” he con- 
tinued in a rush of words. 

His words echoed sharply through my 
“But, Rob, what about us? Our 


I heard my voice slow, thin, 


mind. 
plans...” 
as though coming from a long distance. 

“Marry me, Ellen,” he urged. “We'll 
manage somehow. We'll not delay our 
marriage.” 

I shook my head bewilderedly. “That’s 
Rob. 


The store, our home, our lives in Glen- 


fantastic, Everything’s planned. 


ridge.” 


“That’s just it, Ellen,” Rob cut in 


“It’s just the kind of life | 

don’t want. Can’t you understand?” 
No, I didn’t understand. We argued 

bitterly, futilely, trying to change each 


sharply. 


other’s minds, unwilling to compromise. 
Finally, toward midnight, after we'd 
reached my home, Rob faced me quietly 
on the dimly-lit porch. “There’s no use 


going on together, Ellen. Our interests 


-and goals are worlds apart. We'd never 


make a go of our marriage. Thank God 
we found out in time.” 

During the bitter, lonely weeks that 
followed, one thought plagued me con- 
stantly. Why hadn’t | compromised! 
Why had I made an issue of his choice 
of jobs! A man can’t be made over to 
suit a woman. Why couldn't | have 
realized it before | lost him. Why! But 
it was too late. I’d lost the only man 
I'd ever love. 

I wandered through those days list- 
lessly, vaguely, trying desperately to ad- 
just myself to life without Rob. I wasn’t 
even affected by the tide of gossip that 
always sweeps through a neighborhood 
when there’s a broken engagement. All 
that mattered was that I’d lost Rob be- 
cause I’d forced what was really an un- 
important issue. 

Finally, thinking a new environment 
would help, I went to Falls City and se- 
cured a job selling costume jewelry in a 
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small shop. Though the memory of Rob 
still caused bitter pain, | was determined 


. to forget him in the adventure of start- 


ing a new life in bustling, glamorous 
surroundings. 

It was on a brisk fall afternoon that 
Jeff Barton strode into my life. Jeff was 
almost impossibly handsome. He leaned 
his brief case against the counter and 
announced in a low, pleasant voice: “I’m 
Jeff Barton. The firm’s accountant.” 
His gray eyes were thoughtful but a mis- 
chievous sparkle came into them as he 
continued, “Dark curls, brown eyes— 
quite a change from Mr. Ruffus who 
used to hold forth here. I predict an 
upsurge in business.” 

Later that afternoon, Mr. Charles, the 
manager, told me: “You sure made a 
hit with Jeff Barton, Ellen. He’s a nice, 
clean-cut chap.” He threw me a sly wink. 
“Knows the value of a buck.” 


FEW DAYS later Jeff asked me for 
a date and | accepted. After all, I 
told myself dully, / had to start out 
again sometime. We had dinner in a 
small restaurant near the shop and then 
went to a movie. During our next few 
dates, Jeff and I discovered that we 
shared many interests and pleasures— 
the latest best sellers, records, and long 
walks through the leaf-fragrant fall 
nights. But, above all, there was a 
growing attraction between us. It flared 
one night when Jeff suddenly took me in 
his arms. His lips pressed on mine with 
a hard, deep urgency. His kisses aroused 
a sharper thrill than I had ever expe- 
rienced with Rob. For the first time, 
the memory of the old love was no longer 
a burden in my heart. 
It was on a Sunday excursion trip 
that a certain trait in Jeff came to light 
and caused me to remember uneasily 


. and to wonder about the real meaning 


of Mr. Charles’ shrewd look as he’d re- 
marked that day, “Knows the value of a 
buck.” 

The occasion was a boatride, an out- 
ing we had both looked forward to 
eagerly all week long. The day was ra- 
diant, with a coppery sun, spotless blue 
clouds, and a cool ribbon of breeze toss- 
ing itself gently around the boat. Arm- 
in-arm, Jeff and I strolled along the deck 
and planned our long, leisurely day. As 


our tickets included dinner aboard, we'd 
eat in the small cafeteria, then explore 
Indian Point. At night there would be 
dancing in the public pavilion. 

While we were resting in deck chairs, 
a young couple sat down next to us. Hal 
and Betty Russell introduced themselves | 
with an easy informality. In a few mo- 
ments, we were talking together like old 
friends. The Russells explained they 


made the trip before. Hal suggested 
with a note of excitement in his voice 
“How about making a night of it? 
There’s a swell restaurant at the Point, 
Good seafood and a hot band. How 
about that, Betty?” 

Betty nodded enthusiastically. “It’s 
really tops. You kids’ll love it.” 

I turned to Jeff eagerly. He was 
drawing on his pipe and his eyes were 
thoughtful. He smiled at me, then turned 
to the Russells. “Sorry, folks,” he said 
quietly. “Our tickets include dinner om 
the boat.” 

Hal grinned. “What the heck! Cafe 
teria food is lukewarmish and greasy. 
Now the lobster at the Point . . .” 

Jeff’s voice cut in firmly. “That’s just’ 
a waste of money.” His mouth set in @ 
taut line. “We paid for dinner so why, 
throw good money away.” 

I felt myself grow tense as I noticed 
how surprised the Russells looked. I 
was embarrassed and frankly bewildered. 
I’d never noticed anything penny-pinch- 
ing about Jeff before. I couldn’t under- 
stand his attitude. 

There was a dubious note in Hal's 
voice. “Sure, it’s more money but . . .” 

Jeff reached out and took my hand. 
There was a confident smile on his face. 
“It’s not the money—just the principle” 
of the thing. What do you say, Ellen?” 

I swallowed hard. I really wanted | 
to join the Russells but I couldn’t let my © 
feelings show before these new acquain- 
tances. So I (Continued on Page 71) 4 
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Spring-Time Is 
Spruce-Up Time 


NCE AGAIN it is May and time to 
fill our hearts and homes with the 
spirit of springtime. May brings back 
the age-old tradition of maypoles, festi- 
vals and May basket hanging. These cus- 
toms originated in England, where, on 
the first day of May, pretty little baskets, 
made of paper, were filled with the first 
flowers of spring. Homemade jams, jel- 
lies, cakes or candies were hung on the 
doorknob or doorstep. The giver would 
knock, call the name of the person for 
whom the gift was intended, and then 
run to hide. Many cities and country 
towns in America have revived this tradi- 
tion and made the “May Day” celebra- 
tion a real gala occasion. 
Mother’s Day belongs to May. Why 
not let her be “Queen For A Day.” Serve 
her breakfast in bed and prepare a good 


dinner for the family. Send her to the 
movies. Make sure her gift is one she 
will cherish and enjoy. See that her day 
is made easier by relieving her of some 
of the tasks in the home. 

Summer plans are foremost in moth- 


er’s mind. She is planning vacations, 
new wardrobes for the family, summer 
camps and menus, house cleaning, new 
home furnishings, and easier living for 
the hot days. Sewing machines are busy. 
Spring fever takes its toll of energy, but 
all in all, May is a frivolous, colorful sort 
of month that everyone loves. Catch the 
spirit of May as shown on these pages. 
Use new ideas in foods, fashions, home 
furnishings and accessories. Maytime is 
springtime and springtime is spruce-up 


time. 











aS 





To bake ham, place fat side up in roasting pan rack. Bake in moderately slow oven, 325° F., allowing 20 min. per pound for whole ham, » 


Start With A Whole Ham 


\W 'TH MEAT PRICES as they are 
today, there are some most welcome 
uggestions for budget-wise homemakers. 


Buying smoked pork cuts is one way to 
take advantage of the plentiful pork sup- 
ply with its resulting economy prices. 


ince economy is foremost in the minds 

homemakers, why not buy a whole 
um? There are so many ways to pre- 
are ham and so many ways it can be 


utilized that the cost per meal is relative- 


y small. 

Springtime and Easter, like the gala 
vinter holidays, are most appropriate 
sasons for baked ham. Entertaining 
rf any occasion is simplified if baked 


ham is served for the main dish. It is 
easy to prepare and always popular. It 
is always wise when buying a whole ham 
for family use, to have it cut in half, and 
a portion of it sliced. Hams today are 
well-cured and, in most instances, come 
pre-cooked and ready to eat. The old- 
time cooking and parboiling is no longer 
required. The best rules to follow are 
the ones on the label. Special care 
should be taken to see whether the ham 
is marked “ready to eat,” “fully cooked,” 
“regular,” or “cook before eating.” 
Regardless of the type of ham _ pur- 
chased, it is important to get the best 
results and as many servings as possible. 


A good ham has a flavor all its own 2 
will combine well with chicken, turke 
and any vegetable or fruit. It is god 
either hot or cold—as a main dish, s ck 
or appetizer—and can be served from 
breakfast to midnight. Whether ham if} 
plain or a gourmet delight like the f 
mous Virginia smoked peanut or Smit 
field varieties, ham is a satisfying must 

There are so many appetizing ways 0 
fix ham that it need not tire you or be 
come monotonous on the menu. 

Shown here are delicious ways to pre 
pare ham for any occasion, and for any 
time, day or night. 





Ham And Eggs 


Popular Ham and Egg combination known across the world as typical 
American breakfast. The dish can be served for breakfast, brunch, lunch 
or supper. Served with toast or hot breakfast bread, it is a treat at any 
time. Sauted apples, pineapple slices, spiced peaches or pears, may be 
served as added touch. To bake ham, place fat side up, uncovered, in 
roasting pan rack. Do not add water. Bake in moderately slow oven, 325° 
F., allowing 20 minutes per pound for whole ham, 25 for half. 
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Ham °N Biscuit Shortcake 

ft 2 cups flour, 3 tsps. baking powder, % tsp. salt. Cut in 6 tbsps. 
irmour’s Lard. Add enough milk to make soft dough. Knead 
ently on floured board for % minute. Roll % inch thick. Cut with 
"large biscuit cutter. Bake 15 minutes at 450° F. Brown 6 slices 
Mm cooked ham in fat. Remove from skillet. Blend 4 tbsps. flour, 4 
‘@ thsps. meat drippings. Add 2 cups milk, stirring until thick. Put 

ham slices between biscuits and top with hot gravy. 


be- Economical Rice-Ham Loaf Ham Croquettes 
For use of leftover ham. Combine 1 cup toasted bread crumbs, 1 Combine 3 cups cooked ground ham, % cup diced green pepper; 4% 
chopped onion, 1 cup cooked rice, 2 pounds ground smoked ham, \ tsp. cup chopped onion, 1 lightly beaten egg, 1 cup mashed potatoes or 
re & Pepper, 1 tsp. salt and \% tsp. garlic salt. Beat 3 eggs into 1% cups 1 cup bread crumbs, salt and pepper to taste. 1 tsp. mustard, 1 tsp. 
milk, add to mixture. Pour into well greased loaf pan. Pat down so chopped pickles or relish, % tsp. paprika. Mix all ingredients thor- 
BY § top is even. Combine % cup brown sugar, %4 cup vinegar, 1 tbsp. dry oughly, shape into croquettes. Dip in seasoned bread crumbs, 
mustard. Pour over top. Bake 1 hour at 250° F. Serve with sauce beaten egg, then into bread crumbs again. Fry in deep fat 390° F. 
or gravy. 
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Re FE | RES a ae Sei a a ERP 2 PE, He OR 
care should go into selection of shoes. Always buy good, well-constructed shoes. High heels are fine for party-going, but 
all day wear. For everyday wear at work or at home, all-leather shoes with medium heels, supple leather upper, are best. 


Your Feet Don’t Have To Ache 


feet and legs are tired, soak in lukewarm water 15 to 20 After massage, wipe feet with bath towel to remove surplus cream. 
es. Remove, pat dry with bath towel. Massage with Dab lotion on ankles, legs. Massage well into skin. Cut toe nails 
ngers, small amount of cream, dust with foot powder. straight across. 




















OMPLAINTS ABOUT aching feet 
are constantly heard throughout the 
Hand from persons in all walks of life. 
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"According to Dr. Benjamin Kauth, Di- 
"rector of the American Foot Care Insti- 


tute, and other leading podiatrists-chir- 


| opodists, most of these complaints are 


unnecessary. Proper care of feet and 


common sense in buying shoes, could 
eliminate most of the foot ailments. 

1. Wash Frequently! Bathe feet once 
or twice a day. Dry thoroughly and use 
foot powder or cream afterward. 

2. Change Often! 


same 


Never wear the 


shoes two days in succession. 


Change socks or stockings once or twice 
aday. 


Exercising muscles and toes is most important. 
Another method, as illustrated, is to roll pencils, paper 


toes, come down on ball of foot. 


To rest ankles, legs, and keep them from getting puffy, sit in chair, elevate them on back 
bot another chair, or lie on floor with legs and feet elevated above head. This position 
; stimulates circulation, counter-acts strain. 


3. Cut toenails straight across and not 
shorter than the flesh. 


4. Wear good, sensible, all-leather 
shoes. 
5. Fit Right! Be sure to have the 


proper sizé shoe, the proper last shoe, 
proper size of sock or stocking (half-inch 
longer than the longest toe). 


6. Exercise! Limber up feet at in- 


tervals. They have muscles, too. Wiggle 
the toes! 
7. Keep Dry! Don’t needlessly get 


feet wet or let them stay wet from pers- 
piration. 

8. Cultivate good posture. Give feet 
proper support with leather shoes. 





To strengthen feet, stand up, rise on 


or rubber balls under toes. 
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HOME HINTS 


The 
Linen 
Closet 


’ [’ HE LINEN closet like everything else 


in the modern home is now ready for 
pring cleaning and new supplies. If 
the homemaker has been enterprising 
nough to catch the winter “white sales” 
und replenish her depleted stock, inven- 
tory is less trouble. New linens now on 
the market will fall right into the scheme 


of things, but when the old linens need” 


nending and sorting, it is a real spring 
leaning job for mother. 
It is most important to bear in mind 
that one should not wait until the linen 
upply is completely exhausted before 
adding new pieces. In the long run hav- 
ng plenty of linen cuts the budget in 
half. When purchasing household lin- 
ns, be sure of your store and your brand 
1:ames. For those who like a change from 
he traditional white linens, there are 
ow available a variety of lovely colored 
ind gaily flowered linens in fast colors. 
Because linen has long been acknowl- 
dged the most desirable of all fabrics 
for tablecloths, towels, sheets and pillow- 
ises, household linens in particular have 
been the victim of questionable mer- 
chandising methods. Bear in mind that 
ilthough linen returns its price many 
times over in long service and enduring 
good looks, its cost is not low. Remem- 
ber that good linen simply cannot be. 
bought for a song. The following points 
ffer a general buying guide: 


® Be sure your article is guaranteed pure 
linen. Most genuine linen is so la- 
belled. 

® If the article is offered as a combina- 
tion of flax and another fibre, ask for 
a definite statement of the percentage 
of each. The use of such terms as “all 
linen,” or “pure linen,” should be lim- 
ited solely to articles which have a 
basic linen (flax) content of 95 per- 
cent or more in weight. 


i) 






@ Be sure you know the dimensions of 
all linens before you purchase them. 
Don’t guess sizes. 

®@ On all linens examine the hems, em- 
broidery, appliques and laces for neat- 
ness of workmanship. 

@ On colored linens look for the “Guar- 
anteed Fast Color,” or “Vat Dyed” 
label. 


It is just as easy to take good care of 
sheets, pillowcases, towels and table linen 
as it is to neglect them, and the few min- 
utes extra time it takes to keep them neat 
and clean on your shelves is worth the 
care. 

Washing and laundering of good lin- 


ens is a most important job and care 


Linen closets, in addition to being useful, can add to attractiveness of room. 


should be taken to use pure soaps and 
good detergents, for the secret of the 
durability of linen lies in its handling 
and care when in use and when being 
laundered. It is advisable to launder 
linen in a heavy suds made from a pure 
white soap. If necessary, soap may be 
rubbed directly on badly soiled places, 
then thoroughly rinsed out. It is prefer- 
able, however, to flush the suds through 
the fabric. Linens should be rinsed twice 
in clear water, then again in water in 
which some bluing has been thoroughly 
dissolved and evenly mixed. Suds made 
of pure soap, preferably in soft water, 
should be used for colored and flowered 
linens, especially those of delicate color- 


ing. 
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Even though baby 


94 OTHER day I had occasion to 
ride on the State Street car which 
goes through the heart of Chicago’s 
Southside. A little girl, about three years 
old, climbed aboard with her father. He 
was quite obviously a working man from 
his attire. The little girl wore a blue 
coat and bonnet. Once settled in her 
seat she turned to her father and started 
torecite nursery rhymes. At first no one 
listened until her voice grew stronger. 
‘Little boy blue, come blow your horn, 
the sheep’s in the meadow . . .” and on 
she went with the charming story. Be- 
fore long all of the passengers were 
listening. I must say I felt proud of that 
litle girl and I am sure her father was, 
too. Her voice was clear like the sound 
of a little bell, her enunciation was near 


can’t understand wor 


Why Some Children 
Don’t Talk 


CHILD CARE 
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: i lize 
or feeding him. It makes him rea 


She babbled on for a great 
I was almost sorry when her 


perfect. 
while. 
car approached my stop. 

The case of that little girl who spoke 
so well for her age was not at all like an- 
other which confronted me recently. In 
fact, it pointed up sharply the difference 
in speech habits of some children. 

A young mother came to my office 
with an odd problem. At first, however, 
she was not willing to present her prob- 
lem on a personal basis, but stated it in 
the form of a question thus: 

“Doctor, is there at least one thing a 
three-year-old child can learn to do for 
himself?” 

“Of course,” I said, “there are many 
things a child of that age can and will 
learn to do for himself.” 


See 
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for mother to talk to him while bathing 


wanted. 


“Then can a child learn to talk with- 
out someone teaching him?” she asked. 

“In most cases, yes,” was my reply. 
“When a child reaches three or four he 
usually talks quite well and no one has 
really taught him in the strict sense of 
the word. He simply picks up the lan- 
guage he hears in his home and com- 
munity.” 

I thought to myself that certainly did 
not seem to be the case of the child on 
the street car. She had very obviously 
been taught to speak well. But the fact 
remains that children are not really 
taught to talk. They learn to speak 
themselves. What you can teach them is 
how to improve their speech. 

I went on to tell the puzzled mother 
that some chil- (Continued on Page 49) 
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Little Geraldine Miles has extra fine, soft hair which requires 
pecial care to grow and stay soft. Her bangs and ends of hair 
wre softly curled. Velvet flowers add “Geisha Girl” effect. 


Little Patricia Gordon proudly displays deep, softly rounded 
bangs gracing forehead. Sides are swept high, neatly off the 
face and tied toward the back of the head. 





Little Miss Goes To 
The Beauty Shop 








Gay velvet bow holds sides in 
place. Back is bunch of soft, 
springy curls. 


| Palmer LITTLE girl loves to go to 

the beauty shop, just like Mommie. 
Although not too many mothers can af- 
ford the luxury, when it is possible, Lit- 
tle Miss should have a special sort of 
hairdo. It gives her that air of impor- 
tance and grown-up feeling that all chil- 
dren love. It has the same effect as when 
she is allowed to use lipstick, perfume 
and powder. 

Then, too, her trip to the beauty shop 
emphasizes good grooming. Beauty 
care is important to children and helps 
them become more conscious of their 
looks, clothes and personal hygiene. 

There is an art in caring for children’s 
hair. Brushing it well, oiling dry scalps, 
changing the styles and parts so the short 
ends will grow, are details which should 
be given special attention. If straight- 
ening is necessary, avoid the use of too 
much heat and too much _ pressure. 


ma Side-back of Geraldine’s hait 
shows softly curled ends, deep 
wave crowning back of head. 
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Paulette Waples’ soft bangs, long braids, 
are kept trim through constant shampoo- 
ing at beauty shop. 


Young scalps and hair are tender. They 
should be carefully treated so that the 
hair will grow and remain healthy. Some 
mothers have a tendency to braid the 
hair too tight in order to keep the ends 
in. While braiding the ends is good, it 
isnot necessary to pull the scalp by keep- 
ing the hair too tight. This is as bad 
as not taking care of it at all. 

Mothers should study the child’s hair 
and face contour. A little girl needs only 
the slightest of styling effects to aug: 
ment her fresh charm. Simple styling 
makes it easy for mother to keep the 
hair looking pretty. 

Virginia Sisson, Chicago beautician, 
realizes the importance of hairdos for 
children and creates cute styles and ideas 
to please both mother and daughter when 
they come to her shop. Shown here are 
styles bound to please any little girl and 
still keep her looking like a child. 





Madeline Jackson proudly displays “Poo- 
dle Cut” delightfully styled by beautician 
Virginia Sisson. 
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HEALTH 


Pharmacists who handle only drugs offer best and most reliable service. 


Avoiding The Phony Pharmacist 


Ts DRUGSTORE has behind it a 

dignified and honorable tradition. It 
has had respect second only to the med- 
ical profession, to which it has given an 
indispensable and distinguished service. 
Nowadays, however, many drugstores 
have departed from this tradition and 
have consequently lost respect. They 
have become, not drugstores, but restau- 
rants, saloons, hardware stores, and 
beauty parlors. In the “good old days” 
show windows displayed the inevitable 
bottles of brightly colored water or a 
mortar and pestle as emblems of the 
trade. The same windows now contain 
stacks of liquor bottles, dolls, wash buck- 
ets, picture frames, dishes, and practical- 
ly everything except some suggestion of 
the business for which it was originated. 
4 


By Dr. Julian H. Lewis 


Author of “The Biology Of The Negro” 


While the old drugstore sold only medi- 
cines and supplies for the sick and per- 
haps a sideline of cigars, candy, and ice 
cream sodas, many drugstores of today 
sell all that a department store does. If 
they are not too busy they might fill a 
doctor’s prescription. Compare the 
quietness of the old drugstore and its 
fascinating odor of medicines with the 
noisiness of the so-called up-to-date drug- 
stores and its mixed odor of fried fish, 
stale beer, and Chanel number 8. 

Many conscientious pharmacists have 
realized that the “modern” drugstore is 
a prostitution of the original and pri- 
mary purpose of a pharmacy. They have 
rebelled against the continued debauch- 
ery of their revered profession by estab- 
lishing prescription laboratories which 


are a close approximation to the old time 
drugstore. These laboratories deal sole- 
ly with the compounding of prescrip 
tions and the sale of ethical medical prep 
arations and supplies. The financial and 
professional success of these laboratories, 


operated without the headaches of mul 


tiple merchandising, indicates that 4 
large part of the public is concerned 
about the way medicines are handled. 
There is no doubt of a need for com 
venient neighborhood notion stores thal 
sell the articles now handled by many 
drugstores, but such business should be 
divorced from the selling and preparé 
tion of medicines for the sick which de 
mands all the attention and care a phar 
macist can muster. With the largest 
share of a druggist’s investment devoted 
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to non-medical items, he must devote 
most of his attention to these wares and 
neglect his medicines and medical sup- 
plies. 

There is scarcely a drugstore handling 
a large variety of general merchandise 
which, at the same time, gives good serv- 
ice in medicines. The fact that a large 
chain drugstore advertises that prescrip- 
tion-filling gets first consideration is ex- 
tremely significant. 

On the other hand, with all of their 
capital invested in drugs and medicines, 
owners of prescription laboratories can 
carry a complete stock of professional 
supplies. The so-called drugstores which 
have a wide variety stock in which there 
is a small margin of profit, find that this 
profit can be widened by cutting corners 
in the drug department. The chief pur- 
pose of this article is to call attention to 
and give warning about some of these 
sharp practices. 

The prescription a doctor writes for a 
patient is the culmination of his years 
of schooling and experience, of his thor- 
ough and complete examination of the 
sick person, and considerable thought 
and judgment. He knows the result to 
be expected when the patient takes the 
medicine he ordered and in the manner 
he directed. The prescription is an order 
to the pharmacists to mix or issue cer- 
tain drugs whose action the doctor has 
studied and learned. Sometimes a pa- 
tient will live only if the drugs prescribed 
are taken as ordered. Therefore the ac- 
curate and precise execution of the pre- 
scription may be a question of life or 
death. The patient takes it to the drug- 
store in the firm belief that it will be 
filled properly. Some unscrupulous drug- 
stores knowingly alter the ingredients 
either because the medicines are not in 
stock or because more money can be 
made on substituted drugs. The patient 
receives and pays handsomely for the 
incorrectly-filled prescription. He takes 
it according to the doctor’s direction but 
finds that he does not get well. The doc- 
tor is puzzled and the patient believes 
the doctor is no good. If this happens 
often enough the doctor may become sus- 
picious of substitution on the part of the 
druggist, but this is difficult to prove, 
however, because it requires expensive 
and expert analysis by a skilled chemist. 
The suspicion is fairly well supported if 
the prescription is sent to another drug- 
store and the (Continued on Page 59) 
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Thomas became a hero and a model for 
contemporary piano players in his idiom. 
At a barrel house flat at 2805 Cottage Grove 
Ave., Chicago, where he played for a once- 
a-week Sunday afternoon house party, he 
would be surrounded by a bunch of us who 
felt the master could do no wrong on the 
88s. Among this “bunch” were the big 
shouldered, broad, handsome Albert Am- 
mons, George McFarland, the amazing 
“Little” Horace Malcolm (he was of Dec- 
ca’s Harlem Hamfats), Odee Wells, Meade 
Lux Lewis, Wan Burley (yep, me!) and 
a slick Jackie Coogan. What Hersal taught 
us was basic “Texas” piano. Listeners and 
dancers at Saturday night Texas barrel- 
house stomps demanded the blues with 
“plenty bass.” That’s where the famous 
“walking bass” came in. Hersal was one 
of the first pianists to “roll” an octave bass. 

The Fives were the direct predecessor of 
the Boogie-W oogie. Although Hersal died 
in the early 20s, he had set into motion a 
whole new theory of approach to blues 
piano radically different to that which ac- 
companied Bessie, Mamie and Trixie 
Smith, Ma Rainey, Victoria Spivey, Sip- 
pie Wallace and Ida Cox, great vocalists 
of that day. Although the piano accom- 
panists for the singers in those days were 
superior musicians, none of them were 
much on the Fives style of eight-to-the-bar 
left hand done up in fifths and with a right 
hand phrasing a chordal pattern that has 
changed very little fundamentally in near- 
ly 35 years of this kind of music. James P. 
Johnson, Clarence Jones, Lovie Austin, 
Clarence Williams, among others, played 
the blues “straight.” 

Most fitted to wear the mantle left by 
Hersal Thomas was the late Albert Am- 
mons. Some of his best work is to be found 
on Mercury’s 33% long-playing records. 

The story is old hat how John Hammond, 
Jr., of New York, started the big renais- 
sance in Negro blues which made boogie- 
woogie so commercial. It was Ammons, 
Meade Lux Lewis and Kansas City’s Pete 
Johnson who went to New York to pioneer 
the old-new keyboard culture. Ammons’ 
Mercury efforts are Swanee River Boogie, 
Boogie Woogie at the Civic Opera, S. P. 
Blues, The Sheik of Araby (with boogie 
bass), St. Leuis Blues (boogie bass again), 
You Are My Sunshine, Shufflin’ The Boogie 
and Tweljth St. Boogie. When you listen to 
Ammons you are hearing, in part, some of 
the marvelous technique of Hersal Thomas 
as well as a man who is immortal in the 
eight-to-the-bar realm. 

RECORD OF THE MONTH: MGM’s 
Laugh (Tho’ You Feel You Want To Cry) 
by the inimitable Ivory Joe Hunter. This 
new bell-ringer packs a wallop that only 
Hunter can put over. Written by New 
York Age newspaper columnist, Larry 
Douglas, onetime Detroit musician, the 
song is slated as the title of a forthcoming 
MGM musical movie ana will be done by 
Bill Kenny and the Ink Spots. 


WHAT'S SPINNING: Comedian Tim- 
mie Rogers’ new Everybody Wants to Go 
to Heaven (But Nobody Wants to Die) 

. Juanita Hall, original “Bloody Mary” 
of the musical comedy, South Pacific, has 
been signed up for recordings by Tuxedo 
Records . . . Music row is talking of the 
return in the big time of the fabulous Ben 
Webster, tenor sax star who hit fame with 
Duke Ellington’s band . . . His Randle’s 
Island for Mercury is already on the best 
seller lists . . . The Orioles are waging a 
stiff fight to become the No. 1 vocal com- 
bination in a field that includes the Domi- 
noes, the Ink Spots, the Ravens, the Mills 
Brothers, the Golden Gates and the Cardi- 
nals ... A lot of people are belatedly col. 
lecting of all things, hillbilly records . . 
Seem that they are finally waking up to 
the humor in these platters as well as a 
basic beat on some of the jazzier discs . . 
If you’ve been bitten by the bug, don’t 
overlook Red Foley (Decca), Jimmie Os- 
borne (King) Bob Wills (MGM) and 
Billy Haley and the Saddlemen (Holiday). 
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suggested that he get a little sleep; that he 
would feel better then. 

The young man went into his room. Only 
he didn’t go to sleep. 

He sat on his bed and thought and re- 
membered. He remembered the happy, 
carefree times he and the girl had enjoyed 
together; the strolls in the park, the pic- 
nics, the joyful dances. 

He thought of the plans they had made; 
the family they would raise; the wonderful 
understanding they would share as a mar- 
ried couple. 

Suddenly the young man decided he 
could stand it no longer. 

He got up from his bed ‘slowly and 
walked over to a dresser on the other side 
of the room. He took out an old Boy Scout 
knife and deliberately, neatly slashed the 
wrist of his left hand. 

Then he lay down on the bed, suffering 
horribly. 

The blood spurted and his strength 
ebbed. 

When his mother knocked on the door, 
there was no answer. The young man was 
dead. 

The police came. The ambulance came. 
Neighbors streamed into the house and 
tried to comfort the mother. 

But. for the mother, there was no com- 
fort. She remembered an incident of a few 
days ago when the young man’s girl had 
come to see her. The mother had told the 
girl a lie. She had told the girl that the 
young man had an incurable disease—tu- 
berculosis in a much advanced stage. The 
mother hadn’t meant to cause a tragedy. 
She had just wanted to keep her son. But 
the son had lost his girl and the mother 
had lost her son. What she would never 
lose was a cold sense of guilt that had 
formed around her selfish heart. 
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Dearly Beloved 


(Continued from Page 16) 


who will make you and your child happy. 
There is nothing more terrible than for a 
young child to have to live in a broken 


family. 
* * * 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: I am very much in 
love with a fellow who is preparing to be 
a minister in the church. We are of dif- 
ferent denominations. He says he loves me, 
and wants me to join his faith, but I don’t 
believe in it. If he continues to associate 
with me, he will be denounced by his 
church, since he is going against the church 
principles. In his church, girls wear no 
make-up, attend no dances, and are sup- 
posed to associate only with members of 
their denomination. He has told me I will 
have to make a decision either to join his 
church, or leave him. Should I give him 
up now, before it goes any farther, or 
should I wait until he makes the decision? 

B. Shoulders 

Dear Miss Shoulders: Apparently, he has 
already made the decision. Either you join 
his church and accept its teachings, or 
make a polite exit from his life. It seems 
he has no intention of doing what you ob- 
viously want him to: give up his career, 
or accept you as you are and brave the 
criticism of his congregation. Few minis- 
ters, no matter what their denomination 
may be, are willing to do this. If they 
sincerely believe in their faith, they are 
more likely to sacrifice you who represent 
an earthly love for what they regard as a 
higher love—their faith in God. Perhaps 
that is why many men are ministers. They 
feel that way about their religion; that no 
sacrifice is too great for the God they wor- 
ship. Ways of worship differ. If you can- 
not accept your prospective husband’s be- 
liefs, it is better for you to face that fact 
now. A minister’s wife must be able to 
maintain the friendship and respect of his 
congregation if her husband is to be suc- 
cessful in his career. 


. ee 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: I am a single girl 
25 years old. I have been married but am 
now divorced, and have been for about six 
years. I have fallen in love with a married 
man 34 years old. He said that he loved 
me, and I have seen him every night from 
the time I met him. One Sunday he came 
by my house, found one of my former 
boy friends there, he got angry and left. 
The following Thursday he came back and 
told me that he really loved me, but would 
tather stay away until I made up my mind 
about what I was going to do. He hasn’t 
been back since, although he passes by my 
house two or three times a day and looks 
over, but never stops. Please tell me how 
Ican get to him and talk things over. I 
love him very much. Or should I leave 
him alone and seek love elsewhere. 


E.T. 





Dear E. T.: It seems to me that the per- 
son who must make up his mind is your 
married boy friend. Judging from your let- 
ter he has not made any commitments to 
you in any way about getting a divorce and 
making you his lawfully wedded wife. I 
think it would be very foolish for you to 
try to get him back. Affairs between mar- 
ried men and single girls usually bring 
nothing but disaster—to the woman more 
often than to the man. 


ee ¢ ®@ 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: I am 22 years old 
and have been married for five years. My 
husband is 28 and we have one child. We 
are very much in love with each other, but 
financial matters are always coming up and 
I don’t know what to do about them. My 
husband had been saving money for our 
marriage and had his mother to put it in 
the bank for him when he was in service, 
but she spent it all and we got none. He 
did not tell me, but that wouldn’t be so im- 
portant if he would let me work. I am a 
girl who is accustomed to having things. 
and when I was single I got everything I 
wanted in life. My mother still helps me 
and our child, but my husband gets angry 
every time he sees something she has paid 
for. 

All the boys I have ever known think I 
am very attractive and don’t see why I stay 
with my husband. But he is nice, even if 
he is poor and I do love him. One of the 
boys even asked me to go away with him 
and he would give me anything, but I 
couldn’t do this. Tell me what can I, do 
to get the things I want, and still be a good 


wife. We have been living with someone 

ever since we married. I want a home and 
also a car. 

Mrs. H. W. 

Dear Mrs. H. W.: Has your husband 


ever said why he didn’t want you to work? 
Maybe it is because your child is still so 
young. But when he starts going to school, 
you will have your chance. Your husband 
might agree to let you work part-time while 
the child is in school, especially since you 
will have little else to do during the day. 
The money you make can be put aside 
along with a certain amount of his for that 
home you want to own some day. You will 
both feel you have had a great share in 
making this dream come true. 

Right now there are some jobs you can 
do at home which might be worth investi- 
gating. Some housewives make extra money 
by doing everything from placing rods in 
iodine stoppers to waking people in the 
morning by telephone. Some women sell 
television sets for a company by telephone; 
some take in typing or sewing; some op- 
erate a message relaying service for physi- 
cians, a rather lucrative business. Why 
not talk to your local employment service? 
They may be able to suggest other ways to 
make money at home, or refer you to an 
agency which will have the information at 
hand. 

THE END 
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some of your sister Zetas, Val,” he laughed. 
‘They seem rather the worse for wear.” 

Vy lips gave a suitable answer, but my 
heart was crying out. Any one of the mar- 
ried sorors could pass sume secrets on to 
me—Coreen, for instance. At least they 
had landed a man. 


: ATER. COREEN tuook me aside for a 

“ heart-to-heart talk. We were at her 
apartment for a nightcap and while the 
men busied themselves with the drinks we 
chatted. “You're right, Coreen.” I said 
miserably after her first remarks, “I'm not 
‘perfectly satisfied’ to go on as we are, even 
though Les is.” 

“| thought so.” she said. 
| think it’s high time you did something 
ibout it.” 

“Oh. sure!” I remarked bitterly. “I sup- 
pose | could tie him down and shove a 
marriage license under his nose.” 

Coreen shook her head and smiled. “I 
know how you feel, honey. But how do 
vou suppose I finally got Jim to pop the 
How does any woman get a man 
lo propose? Certainly not by sitting back 
and waiting for him to see the light. Ever 
hear of that old saying, “A man pursues a 
woman until she catches him’?” 
“You mean- 


question? 


| was shocked. Laid 

“{ mean you've got to go after Les, make 
lim propose to you.” she said deter- 
minedly. . 

“Oh. | could never do that!” I protested. 
“Sure, I think that Les and I could make 
a go of it. I think he loves me. But when 
he asks me to marry him, I want to know 
he’s doing it only because he wants to— 
without any ‘help’ from me.” 

The look Coreen gave me was full of 
pity, disgust and impatience. 

‘After all.” I said defensively. “I have 
my pride.” 

She pointed to the thick gold band on 
the ring finger of her left hand. “But I’ve 
vot this.” she told me. “Now you listen 
tv your old ‘Aunt’ Coreen!” 

| listened, but I must confess that what 
my friend said that night didn’t begin to 
make much sense until a few weeks later 
when Les and I drifted apart. Finding my- 
self between romances, as I had been so 
many times before. I was convinced that 
Coreen was right—I had to go after a hus- 
band in the same fashion my boss went 
after an advertising account. Knowing 
something about how such a campaign is 
carefully planned, I set about working out 
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“Listen. Val. 


my own plan, “Operation Husband.” 

Taking my cue from the methods used in 
the office where I worked. I rounded up all 
the expert advice I could find. From an 
article by Paul Popenoe, director of the 
American Institute of Family Relations, I 
learned “there is nothing one can do out- 
side of marriage that can’t be done better 
inside it.” Men who were marriage-shy, 
I gathered, might be that way because no- 
body had really pvinted out to them the 
advantages of wedlock. Another marriage 
counselor stated: “In nine out of 10 cases. 
it is the woman who must set the course in 
the direction of the matrimonial harbor. A 
girl in the ‘dating stage’ who sits by pas- 
sively waiting for a proposal is simply fool- 
ing herself!” These words confirmed the 
advice Coreen had given me. 

I chose Lake Arrowhead for my field of 
operations because it seemed to fit the bill 
in every respect. It was rugged enough to 
appeal to the he-man type and at the same 
time offered enough modern conveniences 
to insure a pleasant, relaxing vacation. 

Now, as I lay on the clean, wide beach 
| saw a rather stout girl detach herself 
from a boisterous group a short distance 
away and approach me, kicking the sand 
up around her as she came. 

“Hello,” I greeted her as she knelt be- 
side me. Being social and agreeable to 


girls was an important rule I had. You 
meet men through other women. It’s a 


very rare occasion when one man intro- 
duces a girl to another man, but a girl who 
already has a boy friend likes to help 
others pair off. 

“Hi!” the newcomer said in a giggly 
voice. “I’m Jackie Ellis. You seem to be 
new here. I’m a veteran here at Lake Ar- 
rowhead. Been here 10 days already.” 

“Glad to meet you, Jackie. I’m Valerie 
Walden and I am a new arrival.” 

“I didn’t think I could be wrong,” she 
grinned. “I know practically everybody 
here—including all the eligible males!” 
She emphasized the word males pointedly. 
glancing at my unadorned ring finger. 
“Come on over and meet the bunch,” she 
invited. 

There were only four fellows among the 
half-dozen girls tossing a huge beach ball 
around. One of the girls, I discovered later. 
was married, and two had evidently al- 
ready found their vacation companions, for 
they spent more time wrestling with their 
girl friends in the sand than playing the 
game. The fourth man was a beautifully- 
built “beach Romeo,” plainly on the make. 
But he was fun, so it wasn’t long before 
Nat and I found ourselves paired off. 

Nat’s torrid line swept me off my feet as 
easily as his powerful arms tossed me into 
the air. “I’m going to have dinner in 
town tonight, baby,” he whispered to me. 
“Join me and we'll make an evening of it!” 

My first impulse was to accept, but I re- 
membered the rule among the neatly-typed 
file cards up in my room: “Look over the 





field and choose a man who really attracts 
you. Then concentrate on him!” So [ 
made a pretty pout and told him, “But I’ve 
just come here, Nat. I think Ill eat in the 
dining room and meet some of the other 
guests.” 

Jackie was certainly right when she said 
she knew all the guests at Lake Arrow. 
head. All through dinner she was table- 
hopping, moving from one side of the 
dining room to the other to chat with 
friends. On one of these excursions, she 
grabbed my hand. “Come on, Val, I want 
you to meet somebody extra special,” she 
told me. 

That “somebody” turned out to be Rus- 
sell Overton, and he was “extra special,” | 
decided, taking in his quiet, steady eyes, 
pleasant smile, and the casual way his 
sports clothes draped on a rugged frame. 
“Russ is the athletic type,” Jackie ex. 
plained after going through the introdue- 
tions. “What have you been up to today, 
cave man?” she giggled. 

“If you’re really interested,” he answered 
modestly, “I caught come brook trout this 
afternoon. The chef should have them fin- 
ished by now. Won't you ladies join me?” 

I praised the flavor of the sweet. flaky 
fish and told them an amusing story about 
my first experience as an angler. Back of 
my mind was a picture of one of my file 
cards: “Narrow your activities to the sports 
in which he specializes. It doesn’t matter 
how inexpert you are. In fact, when you 
are playing against him, it’s silly to be too 
competitive. All that matters is your en- 
thusiasm.” 


THe NEXT day I was floundering around 

after Russell in a pair of hip boots, real- 
ly enjoying myself until I began to tire. 
My foot hit a slippery rock and the next 
moment I was sitting waist-deep in the 
cold, swift stream. Russ was at my side in 
a twinkling. He swept me up in his arms 
and waded to the bank. 

“Valarie!” he cried anxiously. “Are you 
all right?” 

I nodded. “Only I’m mad at myself for 
being so darn clumsy!” I whimpered. 

There was dancing out on the lawn that 
night and Russ laughingly told of my mis- 
adventure on the fishing trip. “But Val- 
arie’s a good sport,” he added as I joined 
the others in laughter. He slipped his arm 
around my waist. “She’s really got a sense 
of humor.” 

I saw Jackie give me a wink as Russ 
whirled me out in rhythm with the music 
and she nodded her head approvingly. Rus- 
sell’s arms, which had been so protective 
that afternoon, now held me gently, but the 
reaction deep inside me was the same. A 
sweet, overpowering surge of joy and glad- 
ness went over me at his touch. Careful, 
Valarie, I warned myself, don’t go over- 
board. You’ve got to make him feel this 
same way. 

Later, when Russ said goodnight, I felt 
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my heart pounding wildly at the nearness 
of his lips. His eyes pleaded for some 
sign of my feeling for him. Yet, I fought 
down the urge to yield to the passion that 
was mounting inside of me. I closed my 
eyes and told myself: “Remember the fem- 
jnine trait of making small gestures of ten- 
derness seem important. If you haven’t 
been too easy going with these things at 
the start, later they will express a great 
deal. Then, when the time comes, a kiss 
will speak volumes.” 

I reached out a hand and ran my finger- 
tips along his smooth, lean cheek. I let 
him kiss me, but I kept my emotions in 
rein so he wouldn’t know how it affected 
me. I was playing for keeps with this man. 
Icouldn’t lose him now. 

“Goodnight, Russ,” I whispered tenderly. 
“This has been a wonderful day—thank 
you!” 

The days that followed were happy, fun- 
filled hours under the sun and in the water. 
Nights were romantic scenes under a back- 
drop of stars. Now that I had fanned the 
flames of jealousy, I spent more and more 
time with Russ, never losing an oppor- 
tunity to point out in a subtle way the ad- 
vantages of marriage. “The thing he fears 
is change,” the experts said. “If you want 
him to ask that final question, you must 
prove you can add something to his future 
—not take away from it.” 

As the final days of my vacation neared, 
I was no longer as cool and confident of 
myself. Russ’ charm had cast a spell over 
me, melted the defenses behind which I 
had launched my two-week campaign. 
Then, on the next to the last night, I found 
myself alone with Russ on a secluded spot 
onthe beach. The setting was perfect. A 
canopy of stars blanketed us and the moon 
painted the surface of the lake with streaks 
of silver. 

“Tm going to miss—all] this, Val,” Russ 
said softly. 

I quivered at his touch. 
ways next year,” I said lightly. 

His arms tightened around me. “But 
itl never be quite like this—the moon just 
tight—you close to me—” His lips made 
alittle line of kisses from my ear to my 
hungry mouth and in the sweetness of that 
moment, my heart brushed against the 
stars, 

“[ want you, darling—I need you!” Russ 
breathed fiercely. 

By that time I was beside him, my hands 
against the side of his face, pulling his lips 
to mine. “Women aren’t so complicated, 
darling,” I smiled. “The things we do are 
as simple as black and white,” I added, 
making a mental note to get rid of my col- 
lection of file cards. As we kissed there on 
the beach, bathed in moonlight and ca- 
tessed by the gentle wind, I knew I had no 
further use for them—they had served their 
purpose. THE END 


“There’s al- 





Child Care 
(Continued from Page 41) 


dren at three or four are even bi-lingular; 
that is, they speak two languages. Some 
of our own soldiers stationed in foreign 
lands with their families proudly report 
that their children, who once lived right 
here on the Southside of Chicago, are now 
speaking both English and German or 
whatever the case may be. They switch 
from one language to another at the drop 
of a hat so to speak. Adults generally are 
amazed at this ability in children to grasp 
languages. 

But suddenly I realized that this was not 
at all what the young mother wanted to 
hear. She was bothered by some very per- 
sonal, if not embarassing problem. 

Finally she spoke up timidly, “I have a 
little boy over three years old who can’t 
talk. Doctor, it’s pitiful. He just grunts 
when he wants something. I want to be 
sure that he’s not . . . well, handicapped 
in some way.” 

Without discussing the matter further I 
urged the young woman to bring her child 
in for a thorough examination so that I 
might determine if there were something 
the matter with his speech organs. 

I began to understand the basis of the 
mother’s problem. 

She had become the child’s slave. Why 
should he talk when a grunt or whine 
would bring her running to him, to wait on 
him head, hand and feot? In addition to 
anticipating the child’s every desire she 
seemed guilty of giving him a mechanical 
sort of care. She never once said that she 
had little talks with him, or that she ever 
sang a song to him. I asked her quite 
frankly how she expected the child to learn 
to talk or even to want to talk. She had 
not given him occasion to talk. If he 
dropped a toy to the floor she was right 
there to pick it up. I knew immediately, 
however, that this mother loved her child 
as much as any mother. Her problem was 
a simple one. She was too stiff and formal. 
She did not talk to the child very much 
and gave him little or no opporunity to re- 
spond. 

It is not difficult to see that helping a 
child progress along the road to becoming 
a good conversationalist is an important 
task for parents. Important as it is, it 
seems to me that “teaching” the child to 
talk is one of the great joys of parenthood. 
What greater pleasure can a mother have 
for instance than the opportunity to talk to 
her baby as she bathes him? AA stiff and 
formal mother who mechanically douses 
her baby in and out of his bath without 
so much as uttering a sweet word to him 
misses one of the best opportunities she 
may have to let the child know he is loved. 
Even if a baby can not understand a single 
word that is spoken, speech is not wasted 


effort. For when you talk to your infant, 
you talk not to “teach” him but as a 
means of conveying your love for him. 

Talking to a baby is most effective when 
soft, warm words are spoken in a low and 
friendly voice. Such a method helps pre- 
vent the child’s growing up talking like a 
baby. Stop and think for a moment of how 
many grown people you know who talk 
like small children? You probably know 
quite a few. 

In summary, all this means simply that 
you are not obligated to teach your child 
to talk. He will learn anyway. But it 
does mean that if you wish your child to 
talk well, to be mannerly, to progress 
rapidly then you had better give some at- 
tention to his early speech habits. You 
are never wasting your time no matter how 
slow progress may seem. 





Your Handwriting 
(Continued from Page 15) 


This is the writing of a sensual person, 
and such persons enjoy life through their 
senses. They can be emotionally aroused by 
form, color, touch or certain perfumes. A 
summation of the writer’s traits reveals a 
person who would not hesitate to gratify 
his physical urges. These desires would 
not be kept in check by pride or dignity; 
and without controlling his emotions he 
may destroy his life. 

Fig. 2. This is a good example of a 
writer with good reasoning powers (small 
even spaces and balanced T bars). He is 
likely to be idealistic (rounded letter 
formation—light pressure—proportionate- 
ly small lower loops). He is less likely to 
be sensually aroused than the writer of 
Fig. 1. The energies of this writer are sub- 
limated into the mental sphere. 

Summarizing this example, we have a 
writer who has developed highly spiritual 
qualities. He is inclined to be cautious. He 
usually expects a great deal from those for 
whom he hag affection. A writer of this 
type would not be likely to conduct himself 
irrationally because of purely emotional 
urges. Love to him means a delightful com- 
panionship. Intelligence, rather than pas- 
sion, is the keynote. 

It is possible to estimate fairly accurate- 
ly an individual’s sex demands by applying 
this rule: The lighter the pressure in writ- 
ing, and the narrower and smaller the loops 
of letters, the greater the degree of mental 
sexual urge. The fuller the lower loop 
letters and heavier the pressure, the greater 
the demand is for physical sex expression. 

An analysis of your handwriting can be 
made available to. you by writing me at 
Tan Confessions. Enclose a self-addressed, 
stamped envelope and I will send a folder 
outlining the types ‘of analysis and fees. 
Write: Helen Sides, 1820 S. Michigan Ave., 
Chicago 16, II. 
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Love 


Trap 


(Continued from Page 23) 


so unfair that I felt myself some kind of 
stepchild in the scheme of things, a step- 
child of creation. . . 

The first blow had hoon the death of my 
parents in an auto accident, when I was 
eight. I was young enough to be totally 
unprepared for such a tragedy, yet old 
enough to remember how much Id loved 
them. I recall the grief that swept over 
me, and the terrible sense of loneliness. 

The sudden change from the warmth and 
care of a loving mother to the impersonal 
regimentation of an orphan home was the 
next shock that helped twist my young 
life. Yet, for a while it seemed I was one 
of the lucky kids. I escaped much of the 
impatience, drudgery and even hatred that 
many orphans suffer. 

[ was adopted within a year by big, ai 
erly Mrs. Kendrick, who was enchanted by 
my wide-eyed stare and long brown curls. 
She loved me from the start and I adored 
her with a devotion almost as great as that 
for my mother. But, having given me just 
a glimpse of this happiness, fate delivered 
another cruel blow. Mr. Kendrick had been 
a secret drinker for years, and he grew 
worse and more open about it. He was like 
a wild man when he was liquored up, and 
on my 13th birthday he shot and killed 
his wife, then turned the gun on himself. 

In the midst of my horror and panic, I 
tried to piece things together. I began 
to realize that the job of looking after me 
was up to me. I couldn’t depend on anyone 
else. | remembered something Mr. Ken- 
drick had said in the earlier, happier days 
when his natural kindness had not been 
drowned in drink. “One thing you’ve got 
to remember in this world, Linda.” he’d 
said in his gruff voice. “Every tub has got 
to stand on its own bottom.” 

I knew I'd be sent back to the orphan 
home now, and I decided that was not for 
me. So I went to Mrs. Kendrick’s cookie 
jar in the pantry and took out the money 
[ knew she hid there. It came to almost 
forty dollars, and while the neighborhood 
was still in a furor over the murder and 
suicide, I ran away. 

1 hitch-hiked for 700 miles before I 
dared to stop. The two school teachers 
driving west for summer vacation seemed 
glad to have me along for company, but 
confessed they would never have picked me 
up if I hadn’t been a girl, because two 
women traveling alone had to be extreme- 
ly careful. They believed the tale I told 
them about being 16 and just through high 
school. I was thankful that I was tall for 
my age and mature enough to be convinc- 
ing. Only by concealing my age would I 


30 





be able to keep meddling adults from in- 
terfering with my life. 

I got a job doing housework for a family 
in Long Beach. I had a tiny, cubbyhole 
of a room in the attic and worked hard, 
taking care of two spoiled brats, washing, 
ironing, sweeping and dusting. I'd fall 
into bed at night, too tired to care what 
happened to me next. . . . 

The minister’s wife’s voice broke into my 
reverie. “Are you sure you won't have 
some dinner?” she asked, tilting her head 
to one side in a bird-like movement. 

“No thank you,” [ said, forcing a smile. 
“Tl just sit here and wait.” 

It was getting dark outside, and she went 
over to switch on the flodr lamp in the 
corner. “If you don’t mind—I’d rather noi 
have the light,” I told her. 

“Suit yourself,” she said. Then she came 
over to me and patted my hand. “Don’t 
you go fretting now,” she said softly. “He'll 
be back soon.” 

Would he? Perhaps so, but suppose Gil 
knew—or guessed—the way I had tricked 
him into proposing to me? If he knew the 
kind of woman life had made me he’d keep 
going and never some back! What man 
would deliberately marry a fraud and a 
cheat? 

Yes, there in the darkness of approach- 
ing night I began to see myself as I really 
was. It was not a pretty picture. From 
the very first day I’d met Gil I had sailed 
under false colors. That day was the same 
day I finally got up enough courage to 
visit a doctor. . . . 


T WAS so warm that the old doctor had 

rolled up his shirt’ sleeves, but a cold 
sweat bathed my body and I trembled as if 
I had the chills. The doctor’s words, plain 
and unvarnished, spelled the end for me. | 
clenched my hands together. They were 
shaking so violently that I was afraid my 
purse would slip to the floor of the dingy 
office. I opened my purse, took out a bill 
and laid it on the doctor’s desk. I stood 
up shakily. 

The gray-haired doctor 
glasses up on his dark brown forehead and 
gazed at me sympathetically. “I’m sorry 


shoved his 


‘I had to be so plain and blunt with you, 


young lady,” he told me. “But I don’t 
believe in hiding the truth from my pa- 
tient. It’s going to be hard for you, being 
on your own with no family to take care of 
you. The disease is progressive—the tech- 
nical name isn’t important—but it’s only yi 
question of time before your mental and 
muscular coordination deteriorate to a 
point where things will be dangerous.” He 
spread his hands. “Well, the sooner you 
make your plans, the better.” 

Make my plans! Yes, I’d make plans all 
right, I told myself in a rush of fierce de- 
termination. All my life I'd had to fight 
and claw and gouge to get what I wanted. 
I'd get what I wanted this time, too— 
money—the only thing that could save my 
sanity, keep me from the dread horror of 
a mental hospital: money! No matter what 


I had to do. no matter if someone. got hurt 
in the process, I'd get money and plenty 
of it. My plans were practically made 
already. 

You see, I’d had three months to brood 
about this mysterious-:ilHness «that had 
blighted my life. The talk with the doctor 
was merely a confirmation of what I had 
sensed long ago. The dizzy spells had be. 
come more frequent, and twice within a 
short period I had “blacked out” con. 
pletely. Id kept on taking orders and 
waiting on tables like an efficient robot, 
but I couldn’t remember a single thing 
that had happened during those semi-con. 
scious periods. 

“Every tub on its own bottom,” my late 
foster-father had once said. My deep in. 
stinct for self preservation had driven me 
to desperate measures. - | determined to 
find a man with money, make him fall in 
love with me and marry me before he dis. 
covered that something was wrong with me. 

What, exactly, was wrong with me? | 
asked myself as I groped my way out of 
the depressing twilight of the office onto 
the bright sunlit sidewalk. He had ram. 
bled on about nerve pressure, creeping 
paralysis, loss of control, a future without 
hope. A future not much blacker than my 
empty, loveless, tragedy-filled past. 

I walked along aimlessly, staring into 
shop windows without seeing anything. | 
had purposely come to a_doctor in an ob- 
scure section of the city. I didn’t want any 
prying into this part of my life. Id left 
my room early that morning without stop- 
ping to eat. The long bus ride and exan- 
ination had taken up the entire morning 
and part of the afternoon. No wonder my 
knees felt weak and trembly. I hadn't 
eaten anything except a hurried snack the 
day before at the restaurant where | 
worked. And the doctor’s diagnosis had 
drained all the strength out of me. 

I was passing a row of stores and shops 
when I felt a dizzy spell coming on. A 
couple of. doors. ahead. was. a_launderette 
and in front of it-on the sidewalk was 4 
large crate. If only I could make it that 
far! If I could just sit down until the spell 
was over, I would be all right. I fastened 
my blurry gaze on the box and made my 
way toward it on unsteady legs. I man 
aged to reach my goal without collapsing. 
praying that no one would notice me and 
think it strange. I sat down and leaned 
against the front of the building for sup 
port. The double row of chrome-and-white 
enamel automatic washers inside slipped in 
and out of focus as I gazed through the 
plate glass window. 

A tall man, wearing sports. slacks and 4 
zelan golf jacket, came out of the shop and 
paused in the doorway. He turned to the 
short, heavyset man behind him, who had 
his arm around the shoulders of a boy 
about 16. The tall man said: 

“You're doing fine here, Mack. I'm 
thinking about branching out, maybe ope? 
a place like this up near San Francisco. 
How’d you like to go there and manage it?” 
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The man named Mack was all smiles. 
“It would be like tossing a rabbit in a briar 
patch! Right, Sonny?” he said to the boy. 
“That’s my old stamping ground, Mr. Car- 
ruthers.” 

“Well, the job’s yours if you want it.’ 
The tall man walked to a Buick station 
wagon standing at the curb and opened the 
“Give me a hand with this 


> 


rear doors. 
crate, will you, Sonny?” he called, coming 
directly toward me. A puzzled expression 
crossed his face when he finally saw me. 

“What’s the matter, Miss?” he asked ap- 
prehensively. “You look ill.” He was be- 
side me in two giant strides. “Mack! 
Bring a glass of water . quick!” 

“I'm all right!” I protested. “Just want- 
edto catch my breath. I'll be moving on.” 
If I had been able, I would have rushed 
away, but my legs refused to obey the 
command of my confused brain. 

So a few moments later I found myself 
gazing deep into the worried eyes of Gil 
Carruthers over the edge of the glass he 
had handed me. Then it flashed over me 
that here, practically dumped into my lap, 
was the answer to all my problems. With- 
out any effort I had met a man who ob- 
viously had enough money to take care of 





awoman—even one with a mysterious mal- 
ady that might prove costly. It was a per- 
fect set-up. He’d never be able to look 
back and wonder if I had planned this 
meeting. It was genuine. 

I forced a weak smile. 
feel so well, after all,” I murmured. 
afraid I neglected to eat this morning.” I 
certainly wasn’t lying. 

Some of the concern on Gil Carruther’s 
handsome face vanished. “We'll do some- 
thing about that right away!” he an- 
nounced, putting an arm around me for 
support and leading me to his car. 

Weak as I was, I couldn’t help feeling a 
wave of exultation. Chance had arranged 
this a lot more neatly and convincingly 
than I would have been able to arrange it 
myself. Could it be possible that fate was 
on my side at last—now that it was almost 
too late? It was about time I got a break, 
Iconsoled myself. 

A short time later we pulled into a 
drive-in restaurant near the edge of town. 
My host ordered without consulting me, 
ad mercifully held off any conversation 
util I had finished the warm, nourishing 
food brought out to the car by a waitress. 
The dizzi- 


“IT guess I don’t 
“’'m 


My strength returned as I ate. 
tess left me and I could see Gil Carruthers 
more clearly. 

He was about 30, I judged, and hand- 
sme in a strong, rugged way, with big. 
ven features and a warm, easy smile. 
There was a casual confidence about him 
that comes with having the security only 
honey can bring. 

“You look better now- 
you did at first,” he said, lighting a ciga- 


even better than 


tte to go with my second cup of coffee. 
lanswered his smile. I could tell, the way 

‘girl always senses those things, that he 

Was attracted to me. “You've been very 





kind,” I said demurely, “just like the Good 
Samaritan. I don’t know what would have 
happened if you hadn’t turned up.” I 
dabbed at my lips with the napkin. “And 
now, if you'll do one more favor for me— 
drop me off at a bus stop.” 

I held my breath. This was the crucial 
moment. If he agreed. and was willing to 
leave me there, I'd have to think of some 
other way to continue our acquaintance. 
Fortunately, he reacted to my suggestion 
exactly as I had hoped. 

“Bus stop? Not a chance! 
to take you home.” 

“But it’s so far.” I protested half-heart- 


I’m going 


edly. “I don’t want to put you to any 
more trouble.” 
“IT can’t hear a word you say.” Gil 


smiled. starting the car and easing out into 
the traffic. “Ill be totally deaf until you 
start telling me who you are and all about 


you.” 
As it turned out, he told me about him- 
self first. He was 29 and single. The 


launderette where I had met him was one 
of three he owned. Some day, he said, he 
hoped to have a string of self-service shops 
along the Coast. More power to you! I 
thought. 

“Now. tell me all about yourself,” he 
“Start at the beginning.” 
I knew word for 


I had 


sized him up as the soft-hearted, protective 


said at last. 
I was ready for this. 
word what I was going to tell him. 


type to whom a sob story would be more 
moving than a success story. 

The best way to arouse his sympathy was 
to tell him mostly the truth. If my hard 
luck past couldn’t move him, then nothing 
could. 

“T was on my own when I was 13,” I re- 
lated. “I ran away from home and came 
here six years ago. I finally got a job in 
Long Beach doing housework and stayed 
But the woman’s hus- 
band bothered me. I had to leave.” 

I didn’t mention the final nasty scene 
when. after I had 
woman. her husband had accused me of 


there about a year. 


complained to the 


leading him on and inviting his advances. 
It got pretty messy and as usual in such 
cases, I caught all the blame and was 
promptly fired. I didn’t mention. either, 
that the incident climaxed a long series of 
distasteful experiences with men on the 
make. 


only strengthened my low opinion of men, 


My experience as a waitress later 


and I soon learned to spot a pass when it 
was still just a twinkle in some would-be 
Romeo’s eye. 

Yet, here I was deliberately setting out 
to provoke Gil into desiring me, inviting 
his attentions, welcoming the very things 
I had always resented from other men. 

I even told Gil Carruthers about Jake, 
the good-looking, fast-talking sailor I once 
thought wanted to marry me. Jake was 
stationed at San Diego, but came up to see 
He had started 
coming into the restaurant where I worked 


me whenever he had leave. 


and, ignoring everything I’d ever learned 
about men, I soon became infatuated with 
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him. We had wonderful times together 
and every time I saw him I expected him 
to suggest that we get married. One night, 
however, I ran into Jake with another 
woman. When I confronted him, he shame- 
facedly introduced her as his wife. It hit 
me pretty hard and shortly afterward— 
although I didn’t mention it now—I had 
my first “blackout.” 

I shut my eyes and felt the tears oozing 
between the lids as I told my story. I 
leaned my head back on the seat. “But I 
don’t feel bad about losing Jake,” I went 
on, honestly. “Not now, anyway. What 
did hurt was that I had let myself believe 
Looking back, I can’t understand 
why. He wasn’t the type for me.” I 
turned to look at Gil, drawing my feet up 
under me on the seat. “What I mean is, 
my ideal is a man who is really big—not 
just physically, but mentally and every 
The man I want has to be a 


in him. 


other way. 
leader.” 

I stopped. I didn’t want to lay it on too 
thick. I had a feeling that Gil wouldn’t 
be taken in by the same kind of flattery I'd 
learned to use on other men. I'd been able 
to get plenty out of the fellows who came 
around the restaurant, without giving a 
thing in return. 

Then, suddenly, Gil and I were walking 
along the beach. near Long Beach Rainbow 
Pier. The strong, salty wind from the 
ocean cooled my feverish face and pressed 
my clothes against the curves of my body. 
I glanced in panic at Gil, walking beside 
me in the rippled patterns of the hard, 
water-flattened sand. How had we gotten 
here? The last I remembered, we had 
been driving along the highway in his car. 

I must have blacked out again! I mum- 
bled a little prayer of thankfulness that 
this time, as always before, I must have 
acted in a rational and normal way. Gil 
was continuing a conversation we had ap- 
parently been having, and I could tell by 
his manner that he hadn’t noticed anything 
strange or out of the ordinary about my 
behavior. 

I felt myself trembling. It might not be 
long before these attacks of mine would 
become noticeable, and more frequent. I 
had no time to waste. I had to make this 
man want me—and quickly. 

“I—I’m rather tired,” I faltered. “Let’s 
sit over there under the pier where it’s 
shady.” 

The sand was a flat, damp, pressed-down 
surface. The tide was receding. In every 
inch of sand there were one or two grains 
that sparkled in the hot sunlight like tiny 
diamonds. The whole beach looked as 
though it were the sequin-spattered mate- 
rial for a gigantic dress, laid out smooth 
and ready to cut. 

On one side of us was the Pike, with its 
lumpy silhouette of buildings, concessions 
and serpent-like roller coaster. On the 
other side was the ocean, with its never- 
ending swells growing into crashing break- 
ers and then into impotent little flurries of 
water trying to push their way up on the 
52 


beach. People in bathing suits walked or 
played near us, but we paid no attention 
to them. 

We sat in the cool shade of the big pier, 
groping toward each other through the at- 
mosphere between us, awkward, tense and 
uncertain. 

“Linda—Linda,” Gill said 
“That’s a pretty name—it suits you.” 

“Thank you, kind sir!” I said, in what 
I hoped was a light manner. 

Gil was looking far out across the water. 

“Would you mind if I told you I think 
you're one of the loveliest girls I’ve ever 


half-aloud. 


seen?” he asked. 

“Why, Gil—no girl minds being told 
things like that!” I said coyly. 

I knew I was pretty, and I was fiercely 
glad of it. Beauty was the one asset I had 
—beauty and the hard shell Id_ built 
around myself to protect my heart from 
further hurt. I meant to use both to pro- 
tect myself from a solitary, insecure future 
in which charity—or worse—would be my 
fate. 

It was a dirty trick I was going to play 
on Gil. I would rather have had for my 
victim some doddering old fool who thought 
his money entitled him to do anything he 
pleased. But I didn’t have time. Rich 
men were hard to meet. I had met one by 
a stroke of luck and so far had made a 
good impression. I wasn’t going to let that 
advantage go to waste. After all, it didn’t 
matter too much what I'd do to Gil. He 
was a man, wasn’t he? In my book, any 
man was fair game. 

We sat under the pier for more than an 
hour, until the wind off the ocean got too 
cool for comfort. We talked about many 
things. I could tell that Gil was becoming 
more and more interested in me. I was 
glad I had worn my new pale blue satin 
dress. because I knew it set off the lines of 
my figure in a clinging. provocative way. 

I told Gil all about the restaurant where 
I worked and the room I rented right above 
it. I didn’t think it wise, though, to tell 
him how I had cheated and lied my way 
into the job, not giving a second thought 
to the waitress whose place I took. Jobs 
had been hard to get. Life had taught me 
that the only way to get anything was by 
fighting for it. If someone got hurt in the 
process, shame on them! 

But Gil would that 
kind of philosophy any more than he’d be 
able to comprehend the cruelty of life that 
had molded my opinions. Life had been 
kind to him. One glance at his smooth, 
neatly-clipped hair, his white, even teeth, 
his expensive sport clothes and the casual 


never understand 


way he wore them, was enough to show 
that for him the living had been easy. 
Before he took me back to the restaurant 
and my forelorn little room above it, Gil 
asked me if I would go out with him the 
next evening. I quickly accepted even 
though I was supposed to work, but I’d 
make some excuse to my boss. Devoting 
all my time to Gil was more important and 





I made up my mind not to let anythingl py 


stand in my way. 

Making Gil fall for me was easier tha 
I had dared hope it would be. By the ting 
we'd had five dates, I knew he was in loy 
with me. I could hardly conceal the ty; 
umphant thrill I got when he looked at m 
with adoration written all over his big 
handsome face. If my conscience twinge 
occasionally, I was always able to crush j 
down. After all, what I planned wasn’t x 
bad. Id cost him a little money, sure, anj 
he’d be tied down to providing for my car 
and comfort. He could afford it. Hj 
mind would still be all right. His bod 
would still be lithe and strong. My fat 
would be just the opposite. There was y 
reason on earth why I shouldn’t grab this 
chance to make my future a little less hor 
rible. 

So, when Gil proposed to me. I wa 
ready with my answer. We were sittin 
under the pier again, over on the high pik 
of big rocks under one side of it. It was, 
hot afternoon. The fine spray sent up by 
the waves crashed and broke around the 
foot of the rocks. 

It was a strange proposal. Out of a lon 
silence Gil said suddenly, “Would yu 
marry me, Linda, if I asked you to?” 

I wasn’t quite prepared for the way he 
put it. “Well—are you just curious or ar 
you proposing?” I asked lightly. 

“I’m proposing.” 

I caught my breath. “Yes, 
marry you,” I said steadily. 

His kiss was all that I had dreamed ii 
would be. My heart beat against his thué- 
ding heart and I felt the strength of his 
arms around me. His lips were soft ani 
warm and I went limp when he finally re 
leased me. 

“ll make you happy.” he murmured. 
running his hands along my back. “Dar 
ling. T'll do everything in the world fu 
you!” I buried my face against his ches 
to hide the triumphant sparkle in my eye 
“T want you to count on me for anything! 

Anything? For a crazy second I hai 
the urge to confide in him, tell him every 
thing. It would be heaven to be soothei 
by his sympathy and understanding. | we 
emotionally starved, longing for someott 
to whom I could pour out all the misery i 
my heart. But, of course, Gil was the om 
person I could not confide in. It was onl} 
by jealously guarding my secret that 
could become his wife. 

Gil caught my hands in his. A boyish 
happy smile crinkled his eyes. “Now, da 
ling, I want you to meet Helen. She's g 
ing to be your family from now on. I knor 
you’re going to like her.” He pulled m 
to my feet and we walked arm in arm! 
the car. “You remember I told you sh 
was a psychiatric social worker and— 

Yes, how well I remembered Gil tellitt 
me about his sister and my mind wé 
racing a mile a minute trying to figut 
some way to avoid meeting her before 
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but the words washed over me without 
making the slightest impression. It would 
be bad to object openly to meeting Helen 
without making Gil suspicious and hurt. 
Yet, I didn’t dare expose myself to her 
trained eyes for fear she would detect 
something wrong with me and guess what 
itwas. As the days slipped past, it would 
grow harder and harder to invent logical 
reasons for not meeting Helen. There was 
only one way out—quick marriage. 

I let a dreamy veil cover my eyes. “May- 
be it’s just a silly school girl notion, dar- 
ling,” I said, pleadingly; “I’ve always 
dreamed of eloping. Just going off to- 
gether without telling a soul seems so ro- 
mantic.” 

“Would you like it if we did that?” Gil 
asked quietly. 

“Oh, I would, darling!” I breathed. 

He was silent for a little while, grave 
and thoughtful. “It would be different if 
[had a family.” I explained earnestly, “A 
mother to cry during the ceremony and a 
father to give me away. This way, there’s 
just your sister, and much as I'd like to 
meet her, I’d rather that it be a surprise.” 

“All right.” Gil said at last. “If you're 
sure that’s the way you want it.” 

For an hour we made plans. I tried to 
sound like a normal, happy girl on the 
brink of a normal. happy marriage. We 
were to go to Yuma, Arizona, for a quick 
ceremony, spend a week traveling, then 
se about buying a 
around Los Angeles. 

“Shall we—shall we leave in the morn- 
ing?” I asked. I hated to be the one to 
suggest it, to do the urging and prodding. 
but I had the frightening feeling that Gil 
was in no particular hurry and that if | 
left it up to him it might be weeks or even 
months before we were married. Such a 
delay might mean that we would never be 
married. 

Gil hadn’t replied. 

“Shall we, darling?” I insisted, my heart 
beginning to beat harder. 

“Anything you say, sweet.”’ Gil promised. 
He took me in his arms again and I re- 
laxed. Everything was all right. 

I was packed and waiting early the next 
morning- when I saw Gil’s big station 
wagon pull up and stop in front of the 
restaurant. 


home somewhere 





I'd been sitting at the counter, 
ying with a cup of coffee and chain- 
moking, but I jumped up and grabbed my 
titease before the car had come to a full 
stop. 

“Take it easy. Linda.” my boss told me, 
‘ming around the end of the counter. He 
tuck out a pudgy hand. “Good luck. And 
fyou ever get in a jam, you can have your 
Md job back anytime you want it.” 

“Thanks,” I called shoulder, 


over my 


‘But I don’t think I'll have to take you up 
on that.” 

My cheeks burned as I walked slowly 
wtto the car and got in. Gil folded a map 
nd slipped it back into the glove compart- 
ment. “I was coming up to get you,” he 








said, and his eyes searched my face close- 


ly. 


“I—I’ve got just this one suitcase,” I 
I was in such 


stammered. “It isn’t heavy. 


a hurry to get away from that old room, to 
end my old life—to start our new life to- 
I hoped I sounded con- 


gether, darling.” 
vincing. 


It was a long, hot trip and the sun was 
low in the west when we finally arrived. 
There was 


Gil was quiet most of the way. 


something almost wistful in his sober brown 
eyes whenever he glanced at me. Perhaps 
he was unhappy about taking such an im- 
portant step without letting his sister know. 


Well. that couldn’t be helped. 


but this was how it had to be. Helen would 


know soon enough. 
too late for her to interfere. ... 


Now, as I sat alone in the minister’s liv- 
ing room, it became unbearably stuffy. The 
atmosphere was charged with ‘tension like 
a summer night before an electrical storm. 
Rev. Hollis and his wife were just finish- 
ing dinner and had joined me in my vigil. 
Mrs. Hollis looked up from her knitting. “I 
don’t know what to make of it, my dear,” 


she remarked. 

She exchanged a glance with her hus- 
band and I wondered if the same thought 
that flashed into my mind had occured to 
them—had Gil had a change of heart and 
at the last to 
through with it? 

Rev. Hollis took out a bulky gold watch. 
“Maybe I ought to call the police.” he said. 
“There might have been an—accident.” 

My heart plunged into the pit of my 
stomach. An accident! I hadn’t thought 
of such a possibility. Gil was so big and 
strong and capable, it was unbelievable 
that anything could happen to him. Yet 


decided minute not go 





There was such a throbbing in my ears 
that I could barely hear the minister’s 
voice as he spoke into the phone. 

“Then there has been an accident in- 
volving this man? Yes... yes...” 

I felt myself slipping into that black 
void and I fought desperately to keep from 
fainting. The room was reeling. Cold 
sweat broke out on my palms and fore- 
head. Gradually, the faces of Rev. and 
Mrs. Hollis. full of concern, swam back 
into focus. 

“T'll do anything 
and foot!” 
he’s crippled, I'll take care of him. 


hand 
“iF 

Only 
please, God, please don’t let him die! He 

mustn’t die! I love him, I love him!” 
That was the truth, I realized, when I 


wait on him 


I heard myself shouting. 


regained control of myself enough to stop 
I was frantic, terrified at the 
thought of losing him. Now I knew I loved 
Gil deeply, truly, honestly, with an inten- 


shrieking. 


sity that ripped away all false values. I 
loved him more than myself—more than 
life. I had been so wrapped up in my 
own narrow selfishness that I hadn’t the 
sense to realize it until now. 

“But isn’t hurt,” Rev. Hollis 
plained gently. “He was just detained by 


he ex- 


I was Sorry, 


Tomorrow would be 
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the police. He’ll be here inside half an 


hour.” 

It was even sooner than that when his 
ear roared to a stop outside the door. Gil 
came running into the house. He ex- 
plained the whole thing. A pedestrian had 
run out in front of him, against the red 
light. Gil had slammed on the brakes, but 
the bumper had shoved the man into the 
cutter. He wasn’t injured, though, and 
there was no question of whose fault it was. 
I hardly heard what Gil was saying. My 
eyes were busy adoring him while he spoke. 

“Tl had already picked up the ring.” he 
said, taking a little box from his pocket 
and snapping it open. It was a plain gold 
band but, to me, the most beautiful ring 
I’d ever seen. His eyes were on me, watch- 
ful, appraising. 

“Well, shall we get 
asked. 

I wondered what was going through his 
mind? Then it hit me. It didn’t make 
the slightest difference what he was think- 
ing. Whether he suspected my trick or not, 
there was only one thing for me to say. I 
took a deep breath. “No, I—I can’t marry 
you, Gil.” 

“Can’t marry me? What are you talking 
about, Linda? Why not?” he demanded. 

[ tried to smile, but nothing happened. 
How could I say. “I can’t marry you be- 
cause I love you?” And yet, that would be 
the most truthful explanation. 

“We'll just wait in the kitchen while 
you two talk things over,” Mrs. Hollis said 
tactfully, leading the puzzled minister out 
of the room. 

Drawing Gil down on the davenport be- 
side me, I told him the whole story, neither 
glossing it over nor leaving out anything. I 
wanted him to hear all of it, quickly, so 
that I couldn’t change my mind. I didn’t 
dare look at him while I told him what 
kind of woman he'd just escaped tying up 
with. He was silent for a long time after 
[ finished. 

“You see.” I “My 
philosophy of life has been warped and 
all wrong, but I never really realized just 
how wrong until today.” 

I sat there numbly. I had thrown away 
everything, not only a sheltered future, 
but my only chance for a short-lived hap- 
piness. Now, my future would be far more 
bitter than anything I had experienced. 

“Well, that’s it,” I concluded, finally dar- 
ing to look at Gil. “Now you know why I 
can’t marry you.” 

I was in for a big surprise. 


” 


on with it?” he 


continued, whole 


Gil wasn’t 
angry or disgusted. The expression on his 
face was tender, ardent—even happy. 

“You mean now we can be married!” he 
declared. “Oh, darling, if you only knew 
how I’ve waited for this, hoping and pray- 
ing you'd tell me.” 

He saw my bewilderment, the dazed look 
in my eyes. 

“You see, Linda,” he said, “I’ve known 
all along. Do you remember that first day 


when I drove you home? You had one of 


your attacks then. You didn’t know it, but 
54 


you told me everything. You kept bab- 
bling something about losing your mind 
and finding a man who could set you up 
for life.” 

I was stunned. 
my throbbing temples. 
Why did you keep seeing me? 
you propose? I don’t understand. 
you were even going to marry me!” 

Gil’s face clouded. “I wasn’t. I'd never 
have gone through with it. I was curious 
to see how far you’d go, to see whether | 


I pressed my palms to 
“Then—why ? 
Why did 
Why, 


had judged you right or not.” 

He took my hands in his. “Oh, I would 
have arranged something, seen to it you 
But I would never have 
married a liar and a cheat. Now I know 
my faith in you was justified. You see, 
darling, I believed in you. That’s why I 
was bringing the ring back.” 

I was stunned. The confession I had so 
dreaded because it meant losing Gil, had 
been the very means of making him wholly 
mine—if I would take him. But I wouldn’t, 
of course. The fact that he was willing, 
even now that everything was out in the 
open, didn’t alter the fact that I could 
never saddle him with my sickness, the 
terrible burden of marriage to an invalid. 

“T still don’t understand why did you 
continue seeing me?” I repeated. 

“Because I loved you right from the 
start.” Gil confessed softly. “I loved the 
way you smiled. everything about you. And 
I kept hoping that you would play square 
with me.” He reached out and drew me 
to him. Our lips met in a kiss that sent 
the emotion swirling through me like a 
My fingers crept up to the back 


were cared for. 


whirlpool. 
of his head. 

“Now let’s get married!” Gil said. 

I shook my head, tears burring my eyes. 

“There’s another thing you should 
know,” he told me. “You're worried about 
what that doctor told you, aren’t you?” 

I nodded miserably. 

“He was the old bird whose office is 
near my store, wasn’t he? Well, I know 
a thing or two about him,” Gil continued. 
“He was mixed up in an abortion ring 
about 10 years ago, almost lost his license. 


He got out of the jam all right, but he’s 


never been the same since. Hits the bot. 
tle and even worse, according to some peo. 
ple. Anyway, his reputation is unsavory, 
At any rate, I want you to go to another 
doctor.” 

I nodded dully. But it didn’t matter, 
nothing mattered now that I wasn’t going 
to be Gil’s wife. 

“Helen can help us. She works with 
some of the top specialists in the field, 
But—” He gripped my shoulders and 
placed a tender kiss on my forehead. “Al 
that will be after we’re man and wife. | 
want to marry you first, so you'll always 
remember that whatever happens. I loved 
you enough to marry you in front.” His 
smile was like a caress. “Isn’t there some. 
thing in this ceremony about belonging to. 
gether always—in sickness and in health?” 

All that was a year ago, and I haven’ 
had a “blackout” since. Helen is a won. 
derful person, warm and sympathetic. and 
genuinely happy that Gil has found some. 
one to love. Her talks with me convinced 
her that my attacks were sort of a subcon- 
scious revolt against the cruelty of my past, 
In my sleepwalking state I found peace 
and forgetfulness of the events of my child. 
hood, my betrayal by Jake and everything 
bad that had happened to me. The doc. 
tor she took me to agreed that I would 
have gotten worse as time went on. Only 
the happiness and security of loving and 
being loved could save me from that fate, 
he said. 

I placed myself willingly in the doctor's 
hands because I had faith in him. I have 
faith in Gil and in Helen. My faith in 
myself is growing day by day, nourished 
by the warmth of Gil’s tender love. 

Whatever happens, these past 12 months 
of joy have more than made up for the 
ugly sordidness of my life before I met Gil. 
I’m living each day as it comes, thinking 
only of giving and no longer concerned 
with what I can get out of life. I've 
learned that only by giving love, affection 
and service, can a woman get back these 
same precious things from the world and 


THE END 


people around her. 





Teen Talk 


(Continued from Page 10) 


nearly-marrieds go house-hunting. They 
become two old people, digging in for the 
winter when they should be kicking up 
their heels in the sunshine. 

So much apart from the rest of their 
young world and so much together with 
their love, Dotty and Lester become more 
and more possessive. Petting often turns 
to necking, leads to emotions that few 
teenagers are able to control. 

Think all this over. Count the 
disadvantages of going steady then stack 
them up against the rather dubious secur- 
ity that seemed so important a little while 
ago, and see if you still want: 

1. To desert your friends. 

2. To cut yourself off from all the fun. 


many 


3. To deny yourself the opportunity 
of meeting a more desirable life 
companion. 

4. To smother your own personality be 
fore it has a chance to develop. 

5. To risk a broken marriage—and 4 
broken heart. 

While you are making your decision, le 
Aunty Jane throw the last cup of cold 
water on your red hot romance. (Love that 
water!) What if Sonny Boy runs out 
you after you have given him the best yeals 
of your life? What if he decided he can't 
stand up under the responsibilities of mar 
ried life and doesn’t want to be old until 
he’s 33? 

Getting back into circulation won't be 
easy. You may find yourself right back 
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The 


| Can’t 
Forget 
(Continued from Page 19) 


of my own for the first time in my life and 
the independence I had dreamed of was on 
its way. I took a room with another girl 
who worked in the store. Life was begin- 
ning to look rosy. Pa had tried to make 
amends for the way he acted. I forgave 
him but I wouldn’t go back home. 

I had been with the store six 
when Ren Martin came into my 
can’t say that he made much of an 
sion on me that first week. Raised by a 
father who had skinned mules and driven 
trucks all his life, I had a good deal of 
contempt for a man demonstrated 
ladies beauty aids! 

“Good morning,” 
eyes popping at the corners, their grey-blue 
light reflecting only friendliness and good- 
will. 

“Good morning Mr. Martin,” I 
respond. That would be it for a long time. 
Iwas relieved each morning when the little 
ritual was over. Little by little, I came to 
respect him as a man who knew his busi- 
ness inside out. He was helpful, and well- 
«rubbed, a pleasant change from Pa’s 
slovenliness. 

My respect for Ren shot upwards when I 
made the sales report for the week. He had 
been so casual that I hadn’t realized the 
department had done five times as much 
business as before. It was then that I paid 
attention to his sales talk. 

“Might I suggest you try your hair back 
this way, Madam?” he said to an oldish 
woman at the counter. “Your high cheek 
bones should be accentuated. Have you no- 
tied that Lena Horne has high cheek 
bones also?” 

I whistled under my breath. The man 
vas smooth satin. The next day he 
wked me to go to the prizefights at the 
amory. 

“You mean that you actually go to prize 
ights, Mr. Martin?” I cried in amazement. 
“Of course,” he laughed, “Who doesn’t?” 

He had piqued my curiosity. Anyone 
‘se would ask a girl to a swank nightclub 


months 
life. I 


impres- 


who 


he said pleasantly, his 


would 


as 


ta good show for a first date. I came to 


tecognize his unconventionality as one of 


hen’s charms. I wanted to see more of him. 


le always left something unsaid. His air 
if mystery should have warned me he 


‘lew women too well. 

We went on a couple of dates and Ren 
lidn’'t even try to kiss me. Now I wanted 
lis kisses desperately. He would be leav- 
mg in a few days. I wanted more time, 
ireaded the thought of his leaving. 

Then we had what I thought was to be a 
inal date. He rented a car and drove into 








the hills above town. We took some bar- 
becued sandwiches and a cherry pie. My 
heart was filled with sweet sorrow. I knew 
Ren was going to kiss me and I wanted him 
Almost before I knew it I was in his 
arms. 
“Oh, 
which 
you've 


to. 


Mardi,” 
was almost a sob, 
got to come with me. 


he cried in a ragged voice 
“Mardi, Sweet, 
I need you. 
I want you.” 

His lips closed over mine and I clung to 
him hungrily. There was no timidity for I 
loved Ren and wanted him to hold me and 
to whisper softly to me always. 
Tell me you love me. Tell me you'll 
away me,” he urged. “We'll 
have loads of fun. You'll see the whole 
Next winter we'll go to Mexico!” 

“Oh, ten, but it 
will take a little time to get ready. I’ve al- 
ways dreamed of having a nice trousseau 
for my marriage,” I said. 

“Come with me and you can gather what 


love me; 


come with 
country. 
it sounds so wonderful, 


you need as you go along,” he suggested. 
“Tl have to pop out of town quickly to 
make my date in San Francisco, but I have 
there and we can be married as 
He held up a thin hand 
“Wait a minute, Sweet. 
ask you to leave your 


a sister 
soon as we arrive.” 
to halt my protest. 
I’m not to 
home town with a man without being mar- 
ried. I’ll go ahead and you come with your 
mother or someone else in a few days.” 

I dropped back into the seat. I smiled 
and pinched his cheek. I knew he was un- 
der contract to be in San Francisco and 
there wasn’t any time for a wedding now. 
We'd have to do as he suggested. “It 
ten. Of course I'll do 


i y 
going 


sounds wonderful, 
it.” I said. 


Ren left town that night, gave me an 
address to which I would come when I 


reached California. “I can’t wait to make 
you he whispered at the train. 
“Hurry, 

“Don’t worry. 


mine,” 
won't you?” 

Ren, darling. I can’t wait 
either.” 

I wanted to get out and push the train 
the 
I counted the minutes until I would be in 
feeling his k holding him 


last few miles before reaching Frisco. 


cisses, 


Ren’s arms, 


close. 
R EN’S FIRST kiss was what I had hoped 
for. The delicious, pulsating moment 
of ecstasy had arrived and I was thrilling 
to it. After the first few breathless mo- 
ments, I tidied up a little and came back 
to the living room where Ren was studying 
some legal papers. His sensitive features 
were split by a grin. 

“Where is your sister?” I asked. 
“She had to meet her husband 
Angeles. She'll be back in a couple of 
days,” “But here’ 
that ought to make you happy! Come over, 


Los 


he answered. s something 
and I'll show it to you.” 
“But Ren, 
He was turning the pages, not hearing 
“It’s wonderful,” he said softly. “Just 
wonderful.” 


“What?” 


our wedding—” 


me, 


I asked 
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“Here is the start of our own company,” 
he said proudly. “Here are the papers 
which set us up in business. Mr. Harvey 
who used to manage the Lady Sylvia com- 
pany is retired but he has a little factory 
and he'll back us in our own line and 
manufacture for us. We go on as we have 
done and promote sales except that now it 
will be for our own line!” 

“Ren. that is wonderful.” I gasped. “But 
you are the one who has done it all. Why 
bring me in?” 

“I want you with me always,” he 
grinned. “In everything I do.” 

I thought of Ma, her bent back. her face 
lined with fatigue, her gnarled hands. 
She’d be happy and proud. I'd give her 
an extra thrill by telegraphing the news. 

In spite of the wonderful news, the poi- 
son of fear and suspicion was in my heart. 
There wasn’t going to be a wedding. At 
least not today. Ren hadn’t mentioned 
marriage at all. My hotel room was a 
lonely, stuffy little box. I wanted to scream 
and run into the street. I couldn’t cry. I 
sat on the window sill most of the night. 
My heart was bruised and tired. 

The next day we met Mr. Harvey, our 
backer. He had complete confidence in 
Ren and his proposition sounded more than 
generous as far as we were concerned. The 
new face cream we called Mardi’s. “In 
honor of you, dear.” Ren said. 

That night was a big one. I told myself 
I was a fool not to be happy. We dined at 
the St. Francis and laughed and danced. 

“You can’t blame him, Mardi,” I told 
myself. “He has lots on his mind. Tomor- 
row he'll talk about the wedding. Don’t 
spoil things now.” 

So it went and joy won out. Ren was so 
handsome in dinner clothes, so correct with 
waiters, so pleasant to dance and kiss. 
When at last I arrived in my hotel room I 
was tingling with the excitement of the 
I got into a lounging robe and 
I didn’t want to sleep. It 
was too much fun reliving the last few 


evening. 


stretched out. 


hours. 

The knock at the door was soft but per- 
sistent. I jumped off the bed and went to 
answer it. 

“Ren!” I cried fearfully, “is anything 
Ww rong?” 

“You were so beautiful tonight,” he 
whispered, “I couldn’t get you off my mind. 
[ had to come back for one more kiss.” 

His arms drew me to him and there was 
no resistance in I guess every girl 
dreams of being swept off her feet. Here 


me. 


he was, surprisingly strong, holding me 
close. I wanted him for my own forever. 
There was no bottom to my longing. I gave 
him back kiss for kiss. 

Suddenly, I realized that his kisses were 
different—more passionate and_ burning. 
A warning signal buzzed in my brain. 

“Ren, when do we get married?” I asked 
breaking away. 

“You little Puritan!” he scolded, “We've 
just been let in on the deal of a lifetime. 
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We'll have more time in a few days. Don’t 
you trust me?” 

“Tt isn’t that. Ren. It’s just that mar- 
riage to me is more important than Mardi’s 
Face Cream, or anything else.” 

“Of course it is. and I’m glad!” he 
laughed. “but we want to do it right—not 
just grab a minister on his lunch hour and 
dash through the ceremony. You're co- 
owner of an up and coming outfit, and we 
can’t muff our big chance.” 

“I'd rather be co-owner of your love.” I 
said. 

After that, the thrill of Ren’s 
seemed to die. His disappointed attitude 
when I refused to yield to their insistence 
convinced me all the more that he believed 
I was the kind of girl who would violate the 
rules of convention because of the promise 
of easy money. Time and again after that, 
Ren and I disagreed violently when I held 
him off. 

But there wasn’t too much time for ar- 
guments. 

There were papers to sign, orders, ad- 
vertising, demonstrations, women’s clubs, 
a thousand and one things. but no wedding. 
We went from city to city, and even to 
Mexico as Ren had promised. 

According to Ren, there was always just 


kisses 


one more hurdle, just a few more days to 
wait. 

One day I decided we had to have a 
showdown. 

We were in Ren’s room looking over 
some new books he had just ordered when 
the explosion came. The opportune mo- 
ment for introducing the subject presented 
itself as I looked over a volume of Dorothy 
Parker’s poetry and quoted several bitter 
little lines about the non-marrying kind of 
man. 

“That’s what you are, isn’t it, Ren,” I 
asked him. “The non-marrying kind, who 
likes to string a woman along.” I was 
smiling when I said it, but I was deter- 
mined we'd have a showdown this time. 

As usual, he tried to shrug the question 
off lightly. 

“Oh, darling.” he 
very good reason why we can’t get married 


alibied. “There’s a 
right now.” 

“What is it this week?” I sneered icily. 
Deep within me was a fear, a horror | 
couldn’t put my heart on. “It isn’t easy for 
a girl to beg as I’ve done, Ren. Id rather 
break it off than travel with you, having 
everyone suppose I’m your wife when I’m 
not. I wasn’t made that way.” 

He didn’t look at me. His hands hung 
between his knees. His shoulders twitched. 
“Mardi, Sweet.” he said hollowly, “Id 
rather cut off my arms than tell you what 
I’ve got to. I can’t marry you. I’m already 
married.’ ’ 

Married! His words lashed my brain. 
My heart churned and I clutched the arm 
of the bench for support. For a few mo- 
ments I couldn't say a word. Then I was 
sure I had been drugged and this was 
the unreal, dreamlike phase of it. 

“T meant to tell you Mardi—” 


“Why didn’t you then?” I asked. “There 
was plenty of time, plenty of chances for 
you.” 

“Even at the risk of having you hate me. 
I’ve got to tell you.” he drummed on. “My 
wife and I have not lived as man and wife 
for a long time. I’m not going to give you 
the old line about being misunderstood, 
My wife, Harriet, has an incurable dis. 
ease. She can’t live more than a very shor 
time. I couldn’t bring myself to make her 
go through a divorce the last few months 
she has to live.” 

A rush of pity came over me. I drew his 
head down and kissed him. “You should 
have told me, Ren. I’d have understood,” 

“You might have understood but you 
wouldn’t have come with me. I was a mar- 
ried man and you wouldn't have travelled 
with me. I loved you so much I couldn’ 
give you up,” he said. 

“Ren, life can surely give us a kicking 
around,” I said sadly. 

It was right then that I made my first 
mistake. I know now that I should have 
been woman enough to tell Ren goodbye 
right on the spot; to go back home or 
somewhere, anywhere; to refuse to keep up 
this masquerade. But. somehow, I couldn’. 
I had gotten so used to him and I loved 
him so deeply even though my feeling for 
him had suffered intensely in recent weeks. 

“We'll be married as quickly as—as we 
can,” Ren said. He had brightened up a 
little but there was no joy for us now. “It's 
been a long time since I’ve loved Harriet. 
I couldn’t live with her tempers, her tan- 
trums and suspicions. Once she _ locked 
herself in the garage and left the car mo- 
tor running. It was like living in a mad 
house.” 

“Is there anything else, Ren?” 

“My daughter, Joan, is a talented pian- 
ist.” he went on. “Of course she’s young. 
but she’s shown definite talent. Harriet 
tries to rule the girl, but I refuse to fight 
with her about that or anything else.” 

“Does your wife know she’s going to die 
soon?” 

“We haven't told her but she suspects. ! 
send all the money I can so she can be 
comfortable to the end.” 

I put my head on his shoulder. “Oh. 
Ren, it’s so cruel, so awful, for everyone. 
I should hate you for lying to me, making 
me think I was the only woman in your life. 
But I can’t. I won't give you up. I won't” 

He kissed me softly. His arm lay across 
my shoulder. 

“I've asked myself so many questions 
and there don’t seem to be any answers, 
he said, choking up. “If we love each other 
enough to wait it will work out.” 

That night I walked alone through the 
empty streets of the hollow, echoing city. 
Was I wicked to want him? Would I be 
forgiven for taking my love as I tound it? 
What was Harriet like? She must have 
been a beast, but maybe she couldn’t help 
it. Was she pretty? Had she made a nit 
home for Ren? These and a_ thousand 
other questions crowded my brain. Rea 
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had said I was curiosity itself and Ma had 
heen impatient at the persistence of my 
questions. Now I was plagued with ques- 
tions and I was the one who would have to 
answer. 

By morning I had reached my decision. 
At breakfast I said, “Ren, I think we 
should put things on a business basis strict- 
ly. from now on.” 

“But why?” he protested. 

“ll stay with you because I can help 
with the company and we’re in pretty 
deep,” I said, “but I can’t take your love 
while I wait for your wife to die.” I shud- 
dered, covered my face with my hands. 

Ren looked vastly relieved but I could 
tell he still had something on his mind. 
Finally, he spoke. 

“T got a letter from Harriet, 
plained. “She’s living in Birchville, only 
thirty miles down the valley from here. 
She wants me to come to see her.” 

“You're going to see her, aren’t you?” I 
asked. 

“I suppose I ought to.” 

He seemed so heartsick that I wanted to 
comfort him. I blamed fate more than I 
did him. I still wanted him for my own. 

Growing within me was an urge, a com- 
pelling, irresistible urge to see her. I didn’t 
yet know how I was going to manage it but 
I knew I must. 

Ren left that afternoon and, for want of 
something better to do, I went into a cock- 
tail lounge we had frequented together. 
Some of the men we did business with took 
cocktails in the hotel lounge. Hardly had 
[ gotten in the door when I was taken by 
the arm and whirled around. I stared un- 
believingly into the eyes of my old boyhood 
sweetheart, Tom Willard. 

“Now sit down in this booth and start 
talking,” he commanded, grinning at my 


” 


he ex- 


amazement. 

“Tom!” I cried. 
brings you here?” 

‘Tm in the insurance firm Dad 
now,” he explained, “I came down to settle 
sme claims in this territory. I thought I 
saw you on the street yesterday and fol- 
lowed you to the hotel to make sure. Gee, 
Mardi, you’re still a lovely dish!” 

Tom had lost his. shyness but his grin, 
his strong face and pleasant manner were 
as solid as ever. It was easy to see he was 
doing better than fair financially. It was 
” refreshing to talk with him again. I 
was flooded with memories. 

“Are you married, Tom?” The question 
was suddenly important. 

“No,” he said, turning his glass slowly, 
tis lips pursed. “I never found anybody 
[wanted like I did you, but you wouldn’t 
ven go steady with me. First thing I 
knew you had left town.” 

My hand impulsively slipped into his. I 
wanted to tell him the things next my 
heart, but I knew those things must go un- 
sid forever. How could I tell Tom I was 
waiting for a woman to die? How could I 
make him see that I felt unclean; that I 
was in love—and with another man, 


“What in the world 


with 


“T’m driving to Birchville 
morning,” said Tom. “Why not drive over 
with me and we'll talk about home.” 

Birchville. 'd get a chance to seek out 
Harriet, Ren’s wife. It was the sort of small 
community where everyone knew everyone 
else. 

“T’ll be glad to go with you, Tom,” I 
said. 

Ren phoned me when he returned that 
night. He sounded dog-tired. I didn’t tell 
him where I was going. I said I had some 
things to do and wouldn't see him until 
supper time the next day. I was relieved 
that he didn’t question me. 


tomorrow 


TOM AND I got away early. I made a 

stab at conversation but all the time I 
was trying to decide how I would get into 
the house to see Harriet when we reached 
Birchville. She would be too sick to see a 
saleswoman. What would a very sick wom- 
an be interested in? Then it came to me. 

“Tom, I want to borrow some insurance 
blanks and a blank policy when we get to 
Birchville.” 

“Huh?” 


from Tom. 

It’s a gag, Tom,” I smiled. “Fix me up 
to look like an insurance woman and I'll 
have all your stuff back to you in an hour.” 

“T don’t get it.” Tom shrugged, “But 
if it will make you happy, I'll do it.” 

My heart raced madly. I was afraid I 
wouldn’t be able to put on my act and get 
away with it, but I was determined to try. 
A strange force not unlike a magnet was 
drawing me to Ren’s wife. I had no dif- 
ficulty finding the house after Tom dropped 
me off in the center of town. 

A rather heavy young woman answered 
the door of the neat white cottage. She 
was neat and clean, had a matronly man- 
ner. It was obvious that she had once been 
pretty. 

“If Mrs. Martin can see me a few mo- 
ments, I have a matter of importance to 
talk over,” I said, stepping through the 
door before she could shut me out. “I’m 
from the insurance company. I want to 
see her about a policy Mr. Martin has ap- 
plied for for her. [ll have to have some 
information.” I whipped out the insurance 
forms. 

“T don’t understand,” she answered, eye- 
ing me suspiciously, “Mr. Martin didn’t say 
anything about a new policy.” 

“Perhaps if I could see Mrs. Martin I 
could explain,” I continued nervously. 

“l’m Mrs. Ren Martin,” said the woman 
flatly. 

I was flabbergasted. 
claimed to be Ren’s wife, looked as strong 
as a blacksmith. Maybe I hadn’t made my- 
self clear. “But you couldn’t be—” I 
knew by now I was giving myself away, 
that I had blundered, walked into a trap. 

Harriet was studying me carefully. “Sit 
down,” she said at last. “You came to get 
a good look at me. Now I’m going to get 
an eyeful of you. You hoped to see a dying 
woman.” She flung at me on hard, brittle 
laughter. “You believed Ren when he said 


This woman who 
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his poor little wife had only a week or two 
to live and he didn’t have the heart to ruin 
her last days with scandal or a divorce. 
It’s the same line he’s been feeding dumb 
women for years. Well, as you can see, 
I’m as healthy as a horse, and it'll be a 
cold day when I give him a divorce! Ren’s 
going to support me and Joan. I won’t give 
him up!” 

What a fool I'd been! 
teetering. I leaned against the wall, sick, 
dizzy, afraid. “I didn’t know—” 

“You're prettier, but no smarter than the 
others,” smiled Harriet. “Some of the 
others came here too. Women on the prowl 
want to see the victim.” Her laughter 


My world was 


ripped the room. “I sure gave them a 
jolt!” 


“I’m sorry,” I said. “I’m leaving—” 

“Not yet you aren’t,” she said firmly, 
clutching my arm. “You’re running around 
the country with a married man. I hope 
your soul rots! I don’t care about Ren any 
more—” 

“Now who’s lying?” I cut through. 

She didn’t look at me. The color drained 
from her face. “I worry only about Joan.” 

We were interrupted by a pretty girl in 
her early teens who bounced into the room. 


Her features like Ren’s were delicately 
cast. This was the “little girl” he had 


spoken of! 

“We'll have to hurry to get that dress 
ready for the concert, Mother. Oh, I didn’t 
mean to interupt.” 

“Tt’s all right, dear,” said Harriet. “Run 
along for a little while.” When the girl 
had gone out she turned back to me, eying 
“T hope Joan can get her 
she said 


” 


me bitterly, 
chance in spite of sirens like you,” 
between her teeth. 

I sat stupidly for a while, unable to 
grasp the fragments of my dreams and 
past. 
each other’s 


happiness which were flying 

Harriet and I stared into 
faces for awhile. 

“You're a tramp, a homebreaker,” she 
sneered finally. “You deserve to be dead!” 
Then she broke down and sobbed. 

“Give him back to me,” she implored. 
“There are other men you can pick from. 
He’s all [ have.” 

It’s hard to explain what came over me 
at that moment. I should have been pitying 
this woman, thinking of the sweet girl who 
had just left, condemning myself for my 
blindness, hating Ren. Instead, maybe be- 
cause I felt so guilty, I wanted to hurt the 
poor sobbing creature who sat in front of 
me, broken and shaking. 

Fury consumed me. I couldn’t reason. 
I was only capable of lashing out and hurt- 
ing someone, striking back at life which 
had dealt me a near knockout. “Try and 
get him!” I raged. “He’s already mine, but 
I'll make sure he stays mine.” 

Her hands dropped into her lap, her 
head hung and her body hunched over. 

I strode out of the house and down to the 
gas station where I had agreed to meet 
Tom. I couldn’t face him or the questions 


I knew he would ask, so I left a messag 
that I had gone without him. 

When I returned to my hotel room Re 
was waiting for me. “I thought you 
never get here,” he said. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“Tt’s Harriet,” he said, running his fi, 
gers through his hair, searching my fag 
for some sign of what he should do. “She; 
dying.” 

My laughter stopped him. “Don’t pull 
that old gag Ren. I caught up with it to 
day. I saw Harriet today and she told m 
she could outwork a horse!” 

Ren continued as if he hadn’t heard, 
word I said. 

“She’s tried to kill herself. She took 
poison. They called me from the emer. 
gency hospital in Birchville.” 

“You're such a liar.” I sneered. A flood 
of resentment at the humiliation and heart. 
break his lies had caused, came over me, 
“TI can’t believe anything you say!” 

“T know I’ve lied.” he said, “‘and I've 
done other things I’m not bragging about, 
But this time, Mardi, I’m telling the truth, 
Harriet told the police you refused to give 
me up and she couldn’t go on without some 
hope that our marriage would work out 
eventually. She said you were so beautiful 
she could never hope to hold me against 
you.” 

The anguish, fear and horror in his face 
couldn’t be false. The whole situation was 
so real, so raw, so shocking that I could 
only stand and stare for a moment. “Go 
to Harriet.” I said, “Hurry!” 

“What about us?” 

“Ren, for Heaven sake stop thinking 
about us!” I screamed. 

“You and I have thought of nothing but 
us. Now it’s time to think of Harriet. She’ 
the one who needs you now. Go and ty 
to make her happy.” 

Ren left. I lived in a nightmare while 
he was gone. I had a premonition that 
Harriet was going to die. I remembered 
now that she had looked almost like a 
corpse whea I stormed out of the house. 
If she died, I knew that I would never be 
able to feel right again. All my life] 
would feel like a murderer. 

Ren came back in the middle of the 
night. 

His face was haggard. His tragic mat 
ner told the story. His voice was a whisper. 

“She’s gone, Mardi,” he told me. “Har 
riet’s dead.” 

I locked myself in my room for hours 
The guilt in my heart was so overpowering 
that I couldn’t even break down and let the 
tears come. I had a cancer in my soll, 
thinking about Harriet and Joan. 

The more I thought about Joan, the mort 
I came to realize that there was something. 
a small something I could do to try to atone 
for my sin. Harriet had clung to het 
miserable life only because, in her ow 
words to me, she hoped Joan would hart 
a chance. The first thing I would do wa 
to give up Ren. The next—I would givt 
Joan her chance. 
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When I told Ren of my decision to not 
see him again, he protested, “You'll feel 
diflerently soon. You get over things like 
this.” 

Maybe Ren would but I wouldn’t. It was 
as if I'd had an operation and was seeing 
things correctly for the first time. I guess 
[still love him, for even now I get an ache 
when I see a menu he has ordered from or 
hear a tune we once danced to. When a 
girl loves there are so many reminders. 
“It’s been months since I’ve seen Ren. 
Right after Harriet’s death, I assigned my 
interest in the Mardi company to Joan so 
that she will get the chance her mother 
wanted for her. Joan’s living in my neigh- 
horhood with some wonderful people—par- 


I take 





ents of one of her school buddies. 
her to the theatre, shop with her. We en- 
joy luncheon dates. I’m watching her grow 
up and blossom into a fine young woman 
who would have made her heartbroken 
mother proud. The girl thinks so much of 
me, appreciates so much what I am doing 





for her so deeply that her warmth and lov- 
ing attitude only make me sadder in my 
secret heart. 

As for Ren, he has plunged himself into 
his work and, as far as I know, he has 
learned a great lesson from Harriet’s death. 
Periodically, he phones me and begs to see 
I still love Ren and that’s one reason 
to love Joan who looks more 


me. 
it’s so easy 
and more like him daily. 

Tom also phones, takes me out often. He 
knows now that I love Ren dearly but he 
insists that, with my feeling of guilt, I 
could never be happy married to the man 
who I once hoped to gain through the 
death of a mistreated woman. 

One of these days I may be able to ac- 
cept Ren’s offer of marriage and claim the 
life—or I may settle 
security, and from 
But when that day will come is more 
sin I com- 


one true love of my 
for 
Tom. 
than I can guess because the 


mitted is a sin I can’t forget. 


respect adoration 


THE END 





Health 


(Continued from Page 45) 
patient promptly gets well. One doctor 
found substitution such a common occur- 
neighborhood drugstores 

nearby 
his 


rence with his 
that he was forced to subsidize 
prescription laboratory to protect 
patients and his own reputation. 

The cost of medicines, like everything 
else, has increased tremendously. The 
pharmacist is obliged to add to his costs 
enough to make a fair profit. Some drug- 
stores, however, hike the cost to a degree 
that amounts to exploitation. 
under the stress of 
that everything nowadays is high, pays the 
In order 
to avoid this as much as possible, the pa- 
tient should first ask at several drugstores 
the cost of filling the prescription. He will 
sometimes find the price asked varies as 
much as 100 percent. When he practices 
this protective device he must be careful 
to point out that he is merely asking for an 
estimate and not submitting the prescrip- 
tion to be filled. If it is filled, the phar- 
macist keeps the prescription and the price 
must be paid even if excessive. Of course, 
any cost is excessive if the patient does not 
get what the prescription calls for. 

The best guide as to where to get a pre- 
scription filled is the advice of your doc- 
tor. He knows pretty well which drug- 
stores overcharge and practice substitution. 
However, unwittingly abet 


The patient, 
illness and knowing 


excessive prices without protest. 


doctors 
these sharp practices of drugstores by ac- 
cepting subsidies. Some doctors will even 
illegally receive a “kick-back” from the 
cost of a prescription. Others will take a 
ss formal but nonetheless effective sub- 
iidy. They allow the drugstore to print 
free the prescription blanks they use. They 
will accept handsome, expensive Christmas 
and birthday presents. They buy personal 


some 


items through the drugstore at cost or may 
even get them for nothing. All of these 
practices obligate the doctor to direct his 


patients to the drugstore. In turn, the 
drugstore overcharges for prescriptions in 
order to pay for the doctor’s gifts. All of 


this may not be illegal but it is certainly 
unethical and no high class doctor will be 
a party to it. 
Doctors try to 
that an illness is much easier 
treatment is the 
Early treatment is not only more effective 
Many how- 


convince their patients 
to cure if 
begun in earliest stage. 


but less expensive. patients, 
ever, will go to the corner 
stead of the doctor for treatment. 
pharmacists encourage this. They even in- 
“doctor.” The patient 
and “doc” will 
Some 


drugstore in- 
Some 


sist on being called 
will tell them their trouble 
say he has just the thing for him. 
worthless patent medicine or some “dope” 
he has mixed together himself will be sold 
with detailed and impressive instructions 
for 
tion than to taste bad and produce a vigor- 
the bowels. The patient is 
effects that they are 
powerful medicines. The pharmacist has 
no way of diagnosing the patient’s illness. 
He does not know if any condition exists 
which makes the medicine he sells danger- 
ous. He cannot know what effect the med- 
icine will have because patients respond 
But the phar- 


use. The drug may have no other ac- 


ous action on 


convinced from these 


in different ways to drugs. 


macist’s ego has been inflated by being 
consulted as doctor. He has made 


pretty penny from the sale of the no good 
The patient feels that he is 
going to get well. Not only does the origi- 
nal condition of the patient get worse, but 
it is now complicated by the poisonous ac- 
tion of an unsuited drug. He finds that he 
has to go to a doctor anyway. He has had 
to pay the druggist for treatment and now 
he has to pay the doctor to whom he has 
oftener and longer than otherwise. 


medicine. 


to go 





Start NYLON Club 


in Your Neighborhood 





MAKE EXTRA MONEY 
IN YOUR SPARE TIME! 


GET YOUR OWN NYLONS 


at Wholesale 








EXTRA BONUS 





Ladies, you can have a lot of fun 
starting a Wil-knit NYLON 
Club. Friends and neighbors 
give you orders for beautiful 
NY NS—THEN, as mem- 
bers of your club, depending on 
quantity, they get new Nylons 
absolutely FREE, if their hose 
wear out, run, or even snag— 
from any cause whatever— 
within NINE MONTHS. Every ORDER means extra spend- 
ing money for you. Many hundreds of ladies have made as 
much as $20 or $30 EXTRA MONEY the first week — and 
more! I can also arrange to have a new Chevrolet delivered 
to you by your local dealer as a bonus—so you can drive 
around to call on your Club Members. I hope you will send 
me your name on a postal card so | can send you al! this 
money - making information . .. My Money - Making P lan is 
absolutely FRE Please send your hose size also. jrite 
TODAY! Just address card to me. L. LOWELL WILKIN, 


WIL-KNIT meonumned CO., A-425 menial GREENFIELD, OHIO 


Need Money? 










We will start you 
tight now—show you 
the easy, proven 
ways to succeed as 
an American Dealer! 
Friends, neighbors, stran- 
gers too give you orders for our guaran- 
teed, fast-selling cosmetics and house- 
hold needs. You have money coming in 
as you need it—all year round! Men or 
women—get our FREE Starting Offer. 
Just write American Chemical Company, 
Dept. RTE-2, Memphis, Tennessee. 


of extracost 





appearance! 





oo t you want a body —_. you won't be ASHAMED 

llurine-Seductive  ¢ ves may be yours this 
pout e oar we ay with NUW ATE, Ye new wonder prep- 
aration that contains med »ven vitamins and 
minerals that may soon add ane of firm flesh to 





your bones. 
How long have you suffered and been called SKINNY— 
SCRAWNY or BAG OF BONE How 

sat on the sidelines while VE, ROM 


citement passed you by? Would you like to look into 
your mirror and see a healthy, yell rounded body 
ves where t belong. / this may be yours 

iderw t and in good health. to 





t igh s - 
ATE may do wonders in a short time, Food 
and you naturally will eat more. 


are 
ao ‘NUV 
will an good again 


BE ONE OF THE CROWD AGAIN! 


With your new form and alluring, seductive curves 
you will be awond to mingle wits friends. Use NUWATE 
to add charm and flesh your arms, legs and body 
and you will soon have people turn to look at you 

ith ne admiration, If this is what you want then 
antage of = UNCONDITIONAL GUARANTEE. 
Results must please or your money refunded imme- 
diately. end your name and address right 
Enclose $2 > .00 in bills, check or money order ‘for a full 
month's supply (triple size only $4.00). C.O.D. orders 
are sent plus postal charges. 


NATURE MEDICINE CO. 
246 Roebling St., Dept. A-959, Brooklyn 11 
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The 
Truth 
About 


Domestics 


(Continued from Page 31) 


people at one time. It was a small town 
within itself and I gaped at the dress shops, 
candy stores, florists and luncheonettes to 
be found there. 

All around me the crowd swirled. People 
rushed past one another and paid no more 
attention to me than to anyone else. I felt 
lost and terribly alone. I gripped the han- 
dle of my bag with two hands and tried to 
fight my way to the edge of the crowd. A 
redeap, seeing my trouble, elbowed his way 
to my side. He took my bag in one and 
with the other, guided me to safety. 

“Gee, thanks,” I told him. “I didn’t know 
which way to turn.” He was a stocky, mid- 
dle-aged man with a pleasant face. 

“Do you know where you're 
\liiss?” he asked in a friendly tone. 

I nodded. “To Long Island—Merrick.” 
I dug into my purse and pulled out the ad- 
dress a friend had sent me. It was a place 
where they might need a girl. 

The redcap picked up my bag again. 
“There’s a train leaving for Merrick in five 
minutes. If we hurry, you can make it.” 

I followed him through the station and 
down the escalator to the suburban trains. 
On the platform I hesitated. I wanted to 
tip the porter, but wasn’t quite sure how 
much would be satisfactory. Seeing me 
fumbling in my change purse, he settled 
my problem by saying: “Forget it, Miss. 
You don’t owe me anything.” He set my 
bag on the platform of the coach. “Good 
luck,” he said. Then he was gone. 

Settling back in my seat as the train 
gathered speed through the tunnel under 
the East River. I thought about the incident 
at the station and how helpful the redcap 
had been. I hadn’t expected such friend- 
liness. I had heard so much about New 
York being a cold-hearted town. I decided 
to wait until I was settled in a job and saw 
more of this strange, new place before mak- 
ing up my mind. I had come north to start 
a new life. While I had no idea of what 
lay ahead, it seemed that I was heading in 
the right direction. 

It turned out that my lead on a job was 
a good one. I found myself outside a mod- 
ern ranch style house that was to be my 
new home as well as my place of work. 

“I’m Hilda Waters,” I told the pleasant- 
looking, rather plump woman who an- 
“T heard you were look- 


going, 


swered the door. 
ing for a girl.” 
She invited me inside. “How did you 
happen to hear about it, Hilda?” she asked. 
“Have you worked around here before?” 
I shook my head. “I’m from Baltimore,” 
! said, then explained how I'd gotten a let- 
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-during the day. 


ter from a friend who worked nearby, list- 
ing the Fishezers as a family that might 
need someone. 

“As a matter of fact, I do need some- 
one,” she said. “Mr. Fishezer and I aren’t 
dificult to get along with, but we just 
haven't been able to find a suitable girl.” 
She looked me over and I tried to hide my 
nervousness. Suppose she decided not to 
give me a chance? True, I had other ad- 
dresses I might try, but it would be a good 
sign if my first stop proved successful. 

Mrs. Fishezer smiled. “Well, Hilda. 
we'll give it a try,” she said. “I hope you'll 
like us.” 

The maid’s room was in the basement. 
but it was just as nice as the rest of the 
house. It was comfortably furnished with 
a bed, writing table. book shelves and even 
a small radio. During that first week, the 
books and the radio proved to be wonder- 
ful companions at night and sometimes 
Of course, I worked hard. 
I was anxious to please my employers, and 
there was much about the house and the 
routine that I had to learn. But actually, 
there wasn’t a lot of work to do. The 
Fishezers had no children and the house 
itself was no trouble to keep clean. 

Soon I was more than ready for some 
relaxation, a change from the monotony 
and loneliness of the job. Thursday was 
my day off, and since I had started on 
Wednesday, it was a full week before I 
ventured away from the house. My first 
lesson in how sleep-in girls enjoy their 
holiday was simple. You may work in 
Baldwin, Wantagh, Merrick, Lynbrook, 
Rockville Center or even in Long Beach, 
but on your day off you board the train or 
bus for Freeport. Freeport, I soon found, 
had everything to offer; movies, taverns- 
and men. 


TOOK in a picture at the Central Thea- 

ter, then drifted into the best bar the 
town had to offer. the Celebrity Club. I 
took a seat and ordered gin and coke, then 
sipped the drink leisurely. It was a bit 
early in the evening and the bar was de- 
serted, except for a man who kept feeding 
coins into the juke box. Only up here, 
people called it a “piccolo.” 

A sign over the cash register said, “Bill 
Hicks, Manager.” and [| gathered that this 
Hicks was also the bartender on duty. He 
was tall and handsome in a flashy way. 
There was a big, sparkling ring on his 


finger. His jacket and neat black tie were 
spotless. I got the feeling that Bill was 


conscious of his good looks and had quite 
a reputation as a lady-killer. He kept shoot- 
ing glances at me as he polished the far 
end of the bar, gradually working down to- 
ward my end. 

“New here?” he asked, offering me a 
cigarette and lighting it. 

“Do I look that green?” I asked with a 
smile. 

Bill waved a hand and I saw that his 
nails were manicured, matching the rest of 
his well-groomed appearance. “Nothing 


like that,” he said. “I know just about alj 
the girls around here and I can usually 
spot new ones.” 

We introduced ourselves over the bar, 
Bill asked: “How do you like this part of 
the country, Hilda?” 

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t knoy 
yet. Maybe when I get to know some peo. 
ple, it won’t be so bad.” 

“Kinda lonely, huh? We'll have to do 
something about that!” he commented. 

Bill told me the regular bartender would 
come on duty soon. He offered to show me 
the town until it was time for the other 
sleep-in girls to come off duty. It seemed 
that they didn’t start making the rounds 
until it got dark. 

When the bartender Bunny came in and 
took over the bar, Bill introduced me to 
him as if I were an old friend. Already, 
Freeport was beginning to look and feel 
like home. Five minutes later, Bill and] 
climbed into his little Henry-J and headed 
along Sunrise Highway towards Rockville 
Center. The place to go there was the Sun- 
set Inn, where we had a couple of drinks, 
Feeling very gay and happy. I was all for 
it when Bill suggested driving over to 
Hempstead. We had dinner there, and Bill, 
looking very dapper in his dress clothes, 
was a witty and charming companion. 

After dinner, we drove back to Freeport 
and Bill took me to the Gateway and the 
itam’s Cocktail Lounge, where we had sev- 
eral drinks and met some of his acquaint. 
ances. Bill seemed to know everybody and 
it was easy to see he was popular with the 
men, as well as the women. Later. we 
went back to his own club and there he in- 
troduced me to several Baltimore girls who 
were housekeepers, too. 

Eleanor Roberts, a tall, dark girl who 
dressed in the height of fashion, seemed to 
be the leader of the group. sort of a big 
sister and protector to the rest of the girls. 
She always settled disputes, gave out ad- 
vice, and if a girl happened to over-sport 
herself, it was Eleanor who saw to it that 
they got back to the job. She had been 
on the Island for five years and knew all 
the ropes. 

Eleanor was with Blanche Williams, a 
cute little girl with a ready smile. and 
Ruth Gibbson, a rather plain, talkative girl. 
After giving Bill my phone number. I left 
the Celebrity Club with my new friends. 
We went down to the Gateway, which 
proved to be the favorite spot for the sleep- 
in girls. and I met them all—Catherine. 
Anna, Theresa, Alice, Virginia and _ Josie 
Bell. There were lots of others, of course, 
and they all welcomed me into their circle. 

The men I met that first night didn't 
make much of an impression, and that was 
Bill Hicks’ fault. My eyes were still full of 
him when Eleanor introduced me to Wor 
dell Cottman. He was nice and all that, 
but he just wasn’t my type, I decided. | 
pretended to enjoy his company, but to tell 
the truth, after my cross-country rambling 
with Bill that afternoon, I was bored a 
meeting any other men. 
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All the other girls had settled down with 
a male escort and I didn’t want to appear 
different. So after a few more drinks, I 
livened up. Wordell was nice-looking. but 
in a different, more rugged way then Bill. 
His clothes were more conservative and he 
was quiet, almost shy. He didn’t flash 
Jot of money as Bill had. 

Finally, it was time to go. After a mo- 
ment’s hesitation, I agreed to let Wordell 
drive me home. Neither of us said much 
during the ride. I jumped out of Wordell’s 
drab. °39 Chevvy with a quick, “Goodbye. 
Thanks.” 

“Will you give me your phone number so 
Ican call you?” he asked. I pretended not 
to hear and hurried into the house. A short 
time later, I was snuggled in bed, think- 
ing about the wonderful time I'd had. In 
one night I had been happier and had more 
fun than ever before. New York was great! 
[decided as I drifted off to sleep. 

Mrs. Fishezer called me 


HE NEXT day, 


into the living room. I was a little 
worried, remembering her promise of a 


“rial period.” I faced her nervously, hop- 
ing I wasn’t going to be fired. 

“Is something wrong, Mrs. Fishezer?” 
{ inquired. 

“Not at all, Hilda,” she said pleasantly. 
“In fact. I want to praise you. I think you'll 
work out very well.” 

“I'm glad to hear that,” I said. “I got 
along all right in Baltimore. but I wasn’t 
sure how I'd do in New York.” 

“It’s not so much the place, as the peo- 
ple, Hilda.” “T try not to be 
finicky or hard to work for.” She hesitated, 
then asked. “Have you made any friends 
here yet?” 

Inodded. “A few. 
so nice to me.” 

“IT hope things will continue that way,” 
she said. “But don’t forget there’s a dif- 
ference between a real friend and a mere 
acquaintance— 

She must have felt that she was getting 
into my private business, because she didn’t 
continue. Some bosses try to run a sleep- 
in girl’s life, prying into her most personal 
aflairs, but Mrs. Fishezer was not that type. 
She said, “If you ever need anything. Hilda. 
don’t hesitate to ask. We think a lot of 
you.” 

Reassured that I was getting along all 
right, I breezed through my work that day 
and after soaking leisurely in the tub that 
night, I settled in bed with a book. 

“Oh, Hilda. you have a telephone call,” 
Mrs. Fishezer’s voice broke into the silence. 
I grabbed my housecoat and ran upstairs. 
Iwas thrilled to recognize Bill's voice. We 
chatted a while, then he asked me to go 
out with him Sunday. Of course, I agreed. 

I went back to my room, but I pushed 
aside the book to think about Bill. My 
thoughts were not romantic. I was 27 and 
this was not my first date, so I didn’t ex- 
perience that breathless 
girls often have when a man enters their 
life. I was past that stage. Still, I was 
looking forward to Sunday. 


she told me. 


Everybody has been 


eagerness young 


I only worked just half days Sundays, 
since the Fishezers usually went into New 
York for dinner and the theater. They 
hadn’t left yet when Bill arrived to pick me 
up and they were both favorably impressed 
with his appearance. We drove into Sea- 
ford and had dinner at a Chinese restau- 
rant. Then we drove down to Jones Beach. 

Have you ever been on the beach in the 
fall of the year, when couples stroll on the 
sand for miles. because it is too cool for a 
dip? The moon shimmers across the water 
and the lights from the buildings that line 
the shore decorate the edge of the ocean 
as you walk hand hand with someone 
whose company you enjoy. 

Both Bill and I were lost in thought as 
we paced the smooth, spotless beach that 
A spoken word would have spoiled 
mood. Yes, the night 

It was completely per- 
I didn’t feel the 


sudden 


night. 
the magic 
was almost perfect. 
fect when Bill kissed me. 
exploding. There 
of emotion, no upsetting feeling as if 
had rolled in from the ocean. 
been ex- 


of our 


stars was no 
surge 
a big 
It was something we had both 
pecting and at last it had happened. But 
I thrilled to the kiss and afterward, I felt 
drawn closer to him and I felt good and 
we drove back to Bill’s 


wave 


warm inside. Later, 

club in Freeport. 
There more dates, more kisses. 

Many times Bill neglected his club to take 


were 


me out. Then came the climax we had 
been building up to all those weeks. I 


sensed that it would come although I didn’t 
think about and I neither 
dreaded nor anticipated it. 

December came in blustery and bringing 
snow. It was the second Thursday of the 
month, and I had told the beautician at the 
Progressive Beauty Salon on Merrick Road 
occasion. 


it consciously, 


to give me feather curls for the 
I took extra pains with dressing, and at 
exactly eight o’clock that evening. stepped 
into Bill’s car. We drove to Roosevelt. There 
we visited a house, the kind I’d heard some 
of our people owned. From front to back 
it was furnished so lavishly that it took my 
breath away. Our hostess was a buxom 
woman named Meta Jordon. She greeted 
Bill like an old friend and ushered us into 
She served us 
sat and 


the huge living room. 
chicken sandwiches and beer as we 
watched television. 

It was all so pleasant and uneventful that 
I found myself alone with Bill an 
I had feeling of shock and 
I tried to tell myself that here 


who had given me friend- 


when 
hour later, 
annoyance. 
was a swell guy. 
ship and chased away the loneliness that 
Bill 
things, never 

He had al- 


me a 


came from being in a strange place. 
had showered me with nice 
asking the price of anything. 
ways been on hand to show good 
time. 

But something was missing. 
should be singing. I told myself. If this 
right, there should be no doubts, 
no fears. I tried to stall for time to think 
and figure things out, but Bill swept me 


into his arms, brushing aside my protests. 


My heart 


were 
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His lips were hard against his and he held 
me so tight I could hardly breathe. 

*Hilda—baby!” he moaned. 

I tried to feel the same emotion that 
seemed to have captured him, but some- 
thing was missing... . 

“No, no. Bill,” I cried, brushing him away 
when his kisses became too insistent. 

When we left Meta’s, Bill suggested go- 
ing back to his club, but I begged off. 
“Please, Bill—I’d rather go on home,” I 
told him. “I’ve got a headache.” 

Bill shrugged and swung the car around. 
It was obvious that he was disappointed. 
For my part, I felt ashamed and a little 
angry with him for being the cause of it. 
Yet. as we drove along in silence, I real- 
ized that the fault was mine. I had al- 
lowed myself to drift into a situation that 
could only end in embarrassment. 


\ FTER THAT experience, it was Christ- 
-% mas Eve before I ventured out again. 
[ hadn’t heard from Bill in the days be- 
tween and I felt a little funny about going 
to the Celebrity Club, where I knew I'd 
see him again. When I walked in, he was 
busy behind the bar, surrounded by wrap- 
ping paper and rolls of scotch tape. 

“Hi, baby.” he said, as I took a seat at 
the bar. “The usual?” I nodded and he 
fixed me a gin and coke. “I’ve got a present 
for you somewhere in this pile.” he said, 
going over to the gaily-colored packages. 
He came back with a small box and handed 
“Merry Christmas.” 

A man came in 


it to me. 

We had a drink on it. 
and greeted Bill. 

“T see you're all set for that family of 
yours, Bill,” the man said pointing to the 
gifts. 

“Family?” My voice sounded faint in my 
ears and the bright red and green of the 
holiday decorations blurred and swam be- 
fore my eyes. I tried to play it cool. I 
smiled, but my fingers clutched the glass 
in a death grip. Bill had never told me he 
was married. but neither had he said he 
was not married. 

“What is it you’ve got, a boy and a girl?” 
[ heard the man ask. 

“That’s right.” I heard Bill say uncom- 
fortably. He moved down the bar toward 
his friend. They stood there talking about 
their kids and I just sat quietly, staring at 
my reflection in the mirror. I don’t know 
how long I'd sat there before Bill came over 
and said, “Gee, baby. I’d like to make the 
rounds with you tonight,” he said apologet- 
ically, “but you know how it is. The wife 
and kids expect me home early tonight.” 

“Sure, Bill.” I said. “I know how it is.” 
{ wondered whether my legs would support 
me when I got off the steol, but somehow 
[ made it. “Guess I'll see what the girls 
are doing.” 

He offered to drop me off at the Gateway, 
but I shook my head. “Don’t bother. It 
might make you late?” 

Fifteen minutes later I was sitting at the 
bar in the Gateway. The small box Bill 


had given me was still clutched in my hand, 
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but I hadn’t even bothered to open it. A 
million thoughts crowded through my 
brain—the changes in my life the past few 
weeks, the new friends I’d made, I thought 
about all the bars I'd been to, places that 
were more a social club for sleep-in girls, 
rather than just a place to drink. We had 
no homes of our own where we could en- 
tertain each other or our men friends, so 
the taverns became sort of a meeting place 

I thought about Bill. of our affair that 
had somehow missed fire. And I was lone- 
lier and sadder than I'd ever been before. 
Here it was the holiday season and the 
Christmas spirit was in the air, but all I 
had to console me was a gift from a man 
who belonged to some other woman and 
who had tried to make me his, without 
telling me I never could be—honorably. 

I heard King Cole’s mellow voice float- 
ing out of the piccolo—*chestnuts roasting 
on an open fire .” It made me feel like 
crying into my gin-and-coke. 

“Give the lady another drink,” I heard 
a voice at my elbow say to the bartender. 

I turned and looked into the steady 
brown eyes of a man I'd never seen before, 
but somehow knew just the same. Maybe 
it was because of my self-pitying, sentimen- 
tal mood. Maybe there was a secret hid- 
den deep in his gaze. Anyway, I suddenly 
wanted to know all about him, for I felt 
that of all the people in that crowded bar. 
he alone could make me forget my mood. 

The bartender brought me a new drink. 
I raised my glass to the handsome stranger 
and smiled. ‘“You’re welcome,” he said, 
then added, “Where’s Bill Hicks? How 
can he leave you alone tonight of all nights, 
after parading you all over the Island for 
weeks and weeks?” 

“You seem to know a lot about me,” I 
countered. 

He shook his head and showed his strong. 
even teeth in a flashing smile. “Not 
enough,” he declared. “All I know is that 
Bill certainly hasn’t let anyone else get 
near you. Wordell told me that you gave 
him the brush after Bill 
scene.” 

He lighted my cigarette and went on. 
“Well, you don’t know me but I’ve been 
watching you ever since you started com- 


came on the 


ing around.” 

“So I gather!” I said. 

“Don’t get me wrong.” he hastened to 
add. “I’m a friend of Eleanor’s and she 
can introduce us if necessary.” 

“T didn’t mean it that way,” I told him. 

“Swell! My name is Jerry Jackson.” 

“Here’s to us, Jerry.” I said flippantly. 
lifting my glass. I certainly wasn’t out 
looking for a pickup. but there was some- 
thing so sincere and friendly in his ready 
smile I was positive he wasn’t just another 
guy making the usual passes. “I’m Hilda 
Waters,” I continued. “I work in Merrick. 
I'm here from Baltimore, but Virginia’s 
really my home, and—” 

Jerry broke in, “Hey! Im not the F.B.I. 
I’m just a lonesome guy who wants to spend 
Christmas Eve with you!” 


We both had a good laugh and I think] 
made up my mind then and there tha 
Jerry was the man for me. 

It wasn’t long before Bill was just a bit. 


ter memory. Under the spell of my 
romance with Jerry, all my dark thoughts 
faded. One night, when Jerry and I wer 
dining at the Seashore Tavernette in Bald. 
win, we ran into Bill. Jerry invited Bij] 
over to our table. Bill called the waitress 
and ordered three drinks, then held his 
glass up to Jerry’s and said: 

“Here’s to the guy with the inside track. 
If he ever tires of the race, I'll be only too 
glad to relieve him!” 

We all laughed and were very grownup 
and sophisticated about it. I lived for 
Jerry and Jerry alone. I went through 
my work routine mechanically, just waiting 
for my day off to roll around. I was de. 
liriously happy with Jerry on our visits 
there. 


‘OMETIMES, ELEANOR and her Her. 
bert double-dated with us. One Thurs. 
day night Eleanor and I were at the Gate. 
way, waiting for Herbert and Jerry when 
two women walked in. They started throy. 
ing cracks around about sleep-in girls. Sit. 
ting there at the bar and talking so that 
everyone could hear, was Hazel, who had 
been Jerry’s girl before he met me. She 
arnounced loudly that Jerry was her hus- 
band. The other girl, Kathie, said that 
Herbert was hers. Freeport used to be a 
decent town before the sleep-in girls began 
hanging around, said Hazel, and her com- 
panion added that sleep-in girls were man- 
hungry—for anybody’s man. 

“T’ll break that up real quick!” Eleanor 
whispered to me. She went over to the pic- 
colo and put in a coin. A few seconds 
later, Pearl Bailey’s sultry voice was croon- 
ing, “It’s So Nice to Have a Man Around 
the House.” Eleanor winked at me and 
we burst into laughter. “Some women just 
can’t hold a man,” observed Eleanor point- 
edly as she came back to the booth where 
we were waiting. 

After that, there were a lot of catty re- 
marks. One word led to another and the 
next thing I knew the four of us nearly 
tangled. Nick, the proprietor was around 
the bar in a twinkling and gently, but firm 
ly ushered Hazel and Kathie out. I guess 
he realized that sleep-in girls, who were 
big spenders, also were very clannish. 

It was an indication how much my think- 
ing had changed since I left Baltimore that 
I was well aware that Jerry had a wife. 
I’m not trying to shift the blame or any- 
thing, but my affair with Bill certainly had 


a lot to do with my attitude. Actually. 
Hazel was not Jerry’s wife. He was 
separated from Marian, who lived in 


Brooklyn, and for almost five years Hazel 
had helped him pay the separate mainte 
nance he had to send Marian. I could see 
how she thought she owned Jerry, but ! 
always reassured myself that I had just 
much right to him, since she had only bee® 
living with him. Eleanor didn’t even have 
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that consolation, because Kathie and Her- 
bert were really man and wife. 

I guess I'd been having too much fun to 
do much serious thinking about the rela- 
tionship between Jerry and me. Right and 
wrong didn’t enter the picture, I tried to 
tell myself. But one day I was jolted back 
tomy senses. I realized, for the first time, 
how far off the track I'd gotten. Blanche 
Williams had decided to return to Balti- 
more for reasons she refused to tell. The 
rest of us went to the station to see her off. 
We begged her to change her mind, but she 
wouldn’t budge. 

“No, kids, I’m going home to Mama.” 
she told us. “You know, I’m going to take 
along rest. There’s such a thing as hurry- 
ing your life away.” 

Hurrying my life away—was that what 
[was doing? All the way back to the 
Island those words kept running through 
my mind, but it didn’t take the girls long 
to kid me out of my serious thoughts. If 
[had only heeded those words! 

One night in early April as we sat in his 
apartment, listening to records, I snug- 
gled up in Jerry’s arms and asked him what 
we were going to do about our future. [| 
felt sort of silly, being in the position of 
practically asking him to propose to me, 
but I’d feel a lot sillier, I decided, if our 
affair went on and on with no aim in view. 

“What do you mean, honey?” he asked 
curiously. I thought I detected a bit of re- 
sentment in his voice. 

“Well, I just thought ... I mean.” my 
words stumbling over each other. “Other 
people who keep company make plans 
about getting engaged or married or some- 
thing. I just thought, since we’re in love 
with each other. 

Just at that moment, the infernal record 
machine decided to start messing up. I got 
up to fix it and Jerry leaned over the side 
of his chair and picked up a newspaper he 
had carelessly thrown on the floor. He be- 
gan studying it as I stood by the record- 
player. He was stalling, trying to recover 
from the surprise of my unexpected ques- 


” 


tion. 

“Listen, Hilda,” he said, finally. “Let’s 
he realistic. You’re no wide-eyed little 
school girl and I’m no kid either. We're 
having fun and we'll have a lot more. Why 
not leave it that way, huh?” 

“But . . .” I began. 

Angrily, Jerry interrupted, still looking 
at the paper. “No buts,” he declared. 
“Come down off that marriage jive. You 
know darn well I’m not the marrying kind.” 

“Get this straight,” he ordered. “Either 
we play along and enjoy ourselves with- 
out a whole lot of romantic junk, or we call 
it quits. You’re really lucky, girl. Most 
of the girls I’ve known have considered 
themselves fortunate to go with me even 
when it cost them a little change.” 

Icried. Jerry raved. And when it was 
all over, I was so miserable I didn’t care 
whether I lived or died. I got a cab out- 
ide Sis Minnie’s and went home alone. 
Jerry made no move to stop me or go along. 
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I knew in my heart I’d never hear from 
him again. I knew I shouldn’t care. He 
was conceited, arrogant, no good. Still I 
spent my nights praying the phone would 
ring and that it would be him. 

Mrs. Fishezer noticed my dark mood 
and asked me if I were homesick. Then she 
said. “What became of that goodlooking 
boyfriend of yours, Hilda? I notice he 
doesn’t come around any more.” 

I smiled and didn’t say anything. If only 
I could tell her what was wrong! But I 
had no one to turn to, no one I could con- 
fide in. It happened to be Good Friday, 
so I tried to pull myself together and stop 
moping about my condition. I decided to 
go out and forget everything, so I called 
Josie Bell and asked her to pick me up 
when her boyfriend called for her. 

We drove into Freeport and stopped at 
the Ram’s Cocktail Lounge. After a few 
drinks, I felt better. It wasn’t long be- 
fore I was in gay spirits. I excused myself 
and went back to the ladies room. I was 
surprised to see Eleanor there and shocked 
to see her dabbing quickly at her eyes just 
as I walked in. She had been drinking 
quite a bit I could see. “Tell me some- 
Hilda,” she said, after we had 
greeted each other. “Why did you leave 
Baltimore and come to New York?” 

“Girl, you’re high!” I answered, check- 


“What a 


thing, 


ing my makeup in the mirror. 
silly question.” 

“No, I’m serious,” she said:sharply. “You 
just don’t dig me. Here’s what I mean— 
Baltimore girls come up here for one of 
three reasons.” She held up a finger that 
wavered slightly. 

“Number one, because New Yorkers pay 
higher wages to housekeepers than they do 
down Number two, either you’re 
running away from your own husband or 
some other woman’s, and Number three, 
because socially you’ve hit rock bottom in 
Baltimore and you think you can do better 


there. 


up here.” 
“T came here for reason Number three,” 


she went on. “That’s why I’ve been here 


so long. Today, Herbert told me we're 
through. I’ve been giving him money all 


along, but what did it get me?” She was 
erying now and I put my arms around 
her, trying to console her. 

I thought a long time before I tried to 
answer her. “I came here for the money, 
But I’d heard that there was fun 
and excitement in New York. And the men 
I knew in Baltimore—well, they were dull, 
not much fun.” 


I guess. 


“T guess 
we're both in the same boat, honey,” I sym- 
“Neither one of us has a man 
to our name, so let’s go have a drink on 
that.” 

That one drink stretched out to several. 
When Josie Bell and her friend left, Elea- 
nor and I refused to go with them. About 
15 minutes later, both Jerry and Herbert 
They'd run into Josie Bell at 


I handed her a face tissue. 


pathized. 


joined us. 
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the Gateway and she had told them where 
we were. 

“Tt’s a cinch all of us are celebrating 
something or other,” Jerry said. “Now, I 
don’t care what it is, but we might as well 
do it together.” 

A short time later we piled into Her- 
bert’s car and headed for Harlem. We 
ended up at a real joint neither Eleanor 
nor I had before, but it didn’t 
matter. Pretty soon Jerry said he was 
bored with the place and said he knew a 
joint in Brooklyn that really jumped. We 
were all for it, even though it was almost 
three when we started out. 

The last thing I remember was our loud, 
but off-key rendition of “Teardrops from 
my eyes.” There was a horrible screech- 
ing of tires and an ear-splitting crash, then 
blackness. ... 


seen 


‘HEN I came to, I realized dully that 

I was in a hospital. There was a nurse 
standing over me. and when she saw my 
eyes open. she went for the doctor. 

“Well, young lady,” he said, “I’m glad 
you're still with us. We had quite a time 
with you.” 

“Eleanor —the others,” I 
“What—happened?” 

He shook his head in a kindly fashion. 
“Don’t waste your strength trying to talk,” 
he scolded. “I'll tell you what you need 
to know. Now that arm of yours—when 
the cast comes off you'll be practically 
good as new.” 

He turned to go, but paused long enough 
to say, “You have a mighty anxious visi- 
tor. I guess he can see you now for a few 
minutes.” 

The full meaning of the doctor’s words 
didn’t sink in right away. I felt dull and 
drowsy. but my mind was clear enough to 
wonder who my visitor might be. I heard 
the door open slowly and when I turned 
my head. I saw it was Wordell Cottman. 

His face was worried, but his eyes were 
still full of the quiet tenderness I remem- 
bered. “Hello, Hilda,” he said softly. “You 
gave us quite a scare being unconscious so 


mumbled. 


long.” 

*“What—what day is this?” 

“Easter Monday.” 

“But how did you find us?” 

He dropped his eyes. I could barely hear 
him, even though he stood close to the 
bed. “I—TI followed Herb’s car Friday 
night.” His voice was almost apologetic. 
“T felt he was drinking too much, so—well, 
I was right behind when the two cars 
crashed.” 

“Jerry—? Where is he?” I asked. 

Wordell looked at me for a long time, 
then turned and walked to the window. “I 
hate to be the one to tell you, Hilda,” he 
began. “The doctor thought it would be 
best for a friend—for me to break the 
news. The others—they didn’t make it.” 

There was a long, deep silence. I turned 
my head to let the tears fall on the pillow. 
The sobs that choked in my throat shook 
me so the pain from my injured arm shot 


When 


through me like jagged lightning. 

I looked around, Wordell was gone. 
My grief was almost unbearable. Eleanor 

—Jerry—Herbert—all of them dead. |, 


just didn’t seem possible. We'd all been 
so full of life when we started out on that 
tragic ride. I cried for Eleanor and Her. 
bert, but there were special tears for Jerry, 
With Jerry gone—neither Hazel nor I could 
have him now. Fate had settled that ques. 
tion—and left us both alone. . . . 

That night, Bill Hicks and some of the 
girls came to see me. The Fishezers came 
too, with flowers and again their offer of 
help. But I couldn’t accept. 

The next time Wordell came, I told him 
about my home in Virginia and my mother, 
He suggested writing to her, but I refused 
to tell him where to write. Day after day 
Wordell came, sitting quietly by the bed, 
Sometimes we talked. Sometimes he just 
sat there and gazed at me. At night, Bill 
would come, bringing me all the gossip and 
latest news about the people I knew on the 
Island. 

The day the doctor removed the cast from 
my arm, he asked me what my plans for 
the future were. I admitted I hadn’t done 
much thinking about it. “You'll be ready 
to leave here in a week,” he announced, 
“By the way, Mr. Cottman is taking care of 
your bill, so you don’t have that to worry 
about.” 

Good, quiet, unassuming Wordell. He'd 
never have told me himself. When he came 
later that day, I asked him the reason for 
his generosity. 

“I’m doing it because I’m going to take 
care of you until you’re able to use that 
arm again,” he said. “I’ve a sister out in 
Jamaica, on 118th street, and I’ve made ar- 
rangements for you to stay there.” 

He seemed to have found his voice and 
he was talking as I’d never heard him be- 
“You see, Hilda—I love you,” he 
said earnestly. “Ever since that first night 
we met I’ve loved you. But I guess I'm 
too slow. I’ve been living here in New 
York for 10 years, but I haven’t got that 
swift jump yet. I don’t know a lot of fancy 
words, and I’m not a money guy.” 

I put out my hand to him and he covered 
it with his strong capable hands. “I’m not 
kidding myself that you love me, and | 
guess I shouldn’t even talk about how | 
feel about you now. You have to get well. 
That’s the important thing.” 

The next week, Wordell took me to his 
sister’s house as he had promised. Bertha 
was a lot older than he, but she adored her 
younger brother and treated me like some- 
thing extra special. I wrote to mother the 
first day, while Wordell went out to the 
Fishezers’ to pick up my things. 

My life there settled into a happy, flow- 
ing current. Wordell drove over from Free- 
port often. We went to the Shangi 
Li and to the Jamaican Garden Hotel for 
dinner and dancing. Wordell would drink 
only one beer, but insisted on getting me 
whatever I wished. I came to look forward 
with eagerness to those pleasant jaunts i 


fore. 








his b 
a gr 
foun 
ingly 
hors 
cour 
we ¥ 


reall 
the | 
dres: 
But | 
that 
that 
comi 
do n 
arou: 
to ki 
him, 
more 


ona 
gage 
Way, 
flowe 
vane 
the 1 
Was | 
off ix 

To 
situa 
want 








When 


leanor 
id. If 
] been 
mn that 
d Her. 
Jerry, 
| could 


r ques. 


of the 
; Came 
fler of 


id him 
other, 
efused 
tr day 
4 bed, 
e just 
t. Bill 
p and 
on the 


from 
is for 
done 
ready 
inced, 
are of 
WOITY 


He'd 
came 
n for 


take 
that 
ut in 
le ar- 


- and 
n be: 
”” he 
night 
| I'm 
New 
that 
ancy 


ered 
1 not 
nd I 
yw I 
well. 


» his 
rtha 
her 
yme- 
the 
the 


low: 
ree 
ingi 

for 
rink 

me 
ard 
; in 





his old Chevy. Quietly, Wordell became a 
part of my life. 

Then, one night in Bertha’s comfortable 
living room, he took me into his arms and 
kissed me. At that moment, we both knew 
the long battle was over and that he had 
won... 

My career as a sleep-in girl ended then, 
but I can never forget that part of my life. 
Nine out of 10 sleep-in girls go about their 
work day after day without once getting 
into the kind of life I led. Josie, happily 
married, sent me a picture of her seven- 
month-old daughter the other day. Virginia 
and Anna opened a luncheonette in Brook- 
lyn and are doing fine. Theresa married 
areally nice white fellow and is now living 
ina lavish apartment in Manhattan’s fash- 
ionable fifties, Alice married a porter and 
lives in Amityville, Long Island. 

Catherine and Blanche were out to visit 
me recently and we got to talking about old 
times. “You know, girls,” Blanche observed 
after a while, “I wonder if the hundreds of 
girls who come here each year realize that 
there are men in New York who’ve seen 
our kind come and go? Those men are 
old pros in the game of love, and we sleep- 
in girls are just easy prey for the smooth 
line they hand us.” 

“You even meet some heels who'll give 
you a reefer for a cigaret,” added Cath- 
erine; “And the first thing you know, you’re 


hooked.” 


I had to agree with all they said. “Yes, 
New York is fast,” I admitted, “But there 
are still some good men who’ll teach you 
the road to happiness.” 

They glanced into the living room, 
where Wordell sat contentedly puffing on 
his pipe and reading the paper, and smiled 
at me as they left. 

I remember once poor Eleanor told me, 
“Time will erase all bitter memories of the 
past and sooner or later each wound will 
heal.” Yet, how long does it take? Even 
now, two years later, an ever-loving, patient 
hand gently wakes me from a terrifying 
nightmare as I lie screaming Jerry’s name, 
or reliving that awful moment before the 
fatal crash. When I left Bertha’s house 
to move to Baltimore with Wordell, she 
clasped me in her arms. She knew the 
fears that haunted me and said soothingly, 
“Sleep-in girls are no different from any- 
one else. They go through love and heart- 
break, they have their ups and downs. But 
remember, Hilda, when you get a second 
chance, all that experience will prepare 
you for the richer, fuller life that lies 
ahead.” 

She was right, too. For now with Wor- 
dell and our young son, Forest, I’ve found 
a happiness and contentment far beyond 
my fondest dreams. Whatever they are, 
whatever they do, I’m convinced that sleep- 
in girls have their own, very special guard- 


ian angel. THE END 





How He Proposed 


(Continued from Page 14) 


My association with Earl as vocalist in 
his band led to our being around each other 
a great deal. From that association, we 
found that our interests in life were strik- 
ingly similar. Both of us like bowling, 
horseback riding and pinochle. That en- 
couraged regular dating and pretty soon 
we were Close. 

Then it was that I first got to know the 
really important things about “Fatha.” To 
the public, he is best known for his sharp 
dress, wide smile and ever present cigar. 
But there’s another side to him. I learned 
that he would rather play music than eat, 
that he loves to live well—not lavishly but 
comfortably. He is a steady fellow. Women 
do not excite him too easily. He has been 
around good-looking females long enough 
to know that beauty is only skin deep. To 
him, strong character is worth considerably 
more than good looks. 

Earl first proposed to me back in 1945 
on a train trip with the band between en- 
gagements. In his natural, easy sort of 
way, he put in his bid without the aid of 
flowery words or overly affectionate ad- 
vances. “‘Honey, I want to marry you,” was 
the way he phrased it, as I remember. I 
was honestly thrilled but not ready to rush 
of into a marital tie. 

To my surprise, Earl looked upon the 
situation the same way I did. He never 
wanted to leap off into a marriage until he 


was certain that it would stick. However, 
he felt that he was fully ready for wed- 
lock at the time he first proposed. But he 
wanted me to be sure. He gave me plenty of 
time to weigh his proposal. While I waited, 
he did everything to make his bid attrac- 
tive. He even talked to my parents in 
Philadelphia to get their support. They 
liked him almost immediately and were all 
for our marriage. 

Earl won his way to my heart through 
his thoughtfulness. Never once did he let 
me believe that he wasn’t thinking of me. 
He sent me handsome gifts on my birth- 
days, during every important season. For 
a man, he is surprisingly good at shopping 
for women’s clothes, jewelry, shoes or 
stockings. I looked upon that trait of his 
as a thing to be admired greatly. It was, 
to me, a true sign of the man’s solid 
character. 

The day I accepted Earl’s proposal was 
our wedding date. We were married No- 
vember 17, 1947 in a simple ceremony be- 
fore a Philadelphia magistrate. Only our 
immediate families attended the affair. 
There was no fanfare, no ballyhoo, no un- 
due publicity of the type that usually goes 
along with the wedding of a celebrity. But 
that’s the way we wanted it. We felt then 
that the success of our marriage did not 
depend on any one of those trivial things. 
Now that we have been happily wed for 
four years and are parents of a little girl, 
Jeanartta, we are sure that we were abso- 
lutely right. Fact about it is, we feel we 
have been right all the way down the line. 














LONG, THICK 
HAIR STARTS! 


Highest medical authorities agree that 
hair grows and is fed from the scalp... 
and that a healthy scalp is a MUST for 
lovely, healthy hair. Make this TEST 
right now! Rub your scalp... is it tight 
or sore? Does it itch? Is it crusted with 
dandruff and greasy deposits of heavy 






























hair dressings? Has it been abused with 
ers? If you answer yes to any of these, 
you may be cheating yourself of a nor- 
mally healthy scalp where naturall 
SO EASY TO FIND OUT! Try amazing 
new SCALP TREET with Sulfur for one 
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stance that is part of 
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MONTH proved ingredients, 
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to help keep scalp normally loose . 
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FOR A FULL MONTH. If you can't 
actually see and feel the difference in 
BACK! No where, at any price, is there 
anything finer or better for your scalp 
than SCALP TREET with SULFUR. 
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Co., Dept.SE2, Memphis, Tenn. 
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mond sparkles brilliantly in a_ smart 
4K gold. Attracts 
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ASTHMA 


write 10-DAY TRIAL OFFER! 


IF YOU SUFFER FROM BRONCHIAL ASTHMA 
PAROXYSMS . .. from coughs, gasping, wheezing 
-»-read this letter from Mrs. Vester L. Price of Tenn. 
“Thank God for NACOR” 
Thank God for your wonderful med- 
icine. Before I started taking Nacor 
I would wake up coughing, choking, 
wheezing and gasping for breath. I 
am now able to do my work, sleep all 
, night and breathe easier. 

rete . Mrs. Vester L. Price, 
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WHY DON’T YOU TRY NACOR? Just send your name 
and your address today for daring 10-DAY TRIAL OFFER. 
No matter if you consider your case hopeless, write today. 
NACOR, 76-B State Life Bidg., Indi lis 4, Indi. 
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Cover Girl Beauty? 
Read My Free Offer 


Radiant cover-girl-beauty can be yours, 
if you choose your face powder and your 
foundation creme as you would your 
closest friend. me send you four 
skillfully blended samples “Of HOUSE OF 
BEAUTY powders so that you can choose 
for yourself the one best suited to your 
own complexion. 

I will send these generous samples to 
you ABSOLUTELY FREE with each $1 
order of HOUSE OF BEAUTY Founda- 
tion creme. This creme made from my 
own exclusive formula—is the true pow- 
der base for the rich orange and brown 
shades found in Negro skin tones. 
neutralizer of both dry and oily skins, it 
forms a perfect lasting base and gives 
your make-up the bloom and fragrance 
of Spring flowers. 60 day supply in jar. 


Mail this coupon TODAY. 


— -——SEND NO MONEY— 
HOUSE OF BEAUTY, III oe Ave. 
Detroit, Michigan, Department TC4 
Please rush to me at once your Four Free samples 
of Face Powder and 1 jar of your Foundation creme. 
I will pay the postman $1.20 (this includes Fed. 
| Tax) plus a small postage and C.0O.D. charge. | 
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0 I enclose $1.20. You pay the postage. 

If not fully satisfied in 5 days, I may keep the 
Free samples and return the creme and receive a | 
refund of my money. 
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ye Submit one or more of your best poems 
* for free examination. Any subject. Send 


poem for details and information. 
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(Continued from Page 29) 


into the kitchen. She eyed me as I fin- 
ished putting on my face before a small 
mirror hanging on the pantry door. Blot- 
ting my lips with tissue, I said, “Girl, you 
sure raise the roof with that voice of yours! 
Sounds like a Rosetta Tharpe record, no 
kidding. You should—” 

But she was giving the lecture that morn- 
ing. “Well, no wonder you can’t make bet- 
ter time than this lately. What’s going on? 
The way you dress up these days, there 
must be a new man down at the office.” 
There was no point in answering Frankie 
when she rambled along. She went on. 
“How old is he? Is he single? You better 
keep Clara and that hincty Fluellen chick 
away from him! And watch out for old 
lady Watson—she ain’t too old to have 
ideas.” 

I sat 
good sheen of new nylons on my crossed 
legs. “Oh, hush, Frankie,” I said absently. 
“There’s no new man and you know it. No 
point in going to work looking like a hag, 


sipping my coffee, studying the 


is there?” 

She laughed good naturedly. “Honey, I 
Must be Doc Avery’s suddenly 
I’m not forgetting 
You're always 


know you. 
got a good look at you. 
that he runs that roost. 
beefing about a raise, well—” 

Frankie talked on in that homey way of 
hers. I studied her as she thumbed through 


the ads in the morning paper. “Look, 
Frankie,” I said, taking her hand. “You’ve 


got nice half moons and decent shaped 
nails. Why don’t you do something to 
them while you’re around the house all 
day?” 

She shrugged and went on reading. 
“What for?” she asked brusquely. 
member, I’ve got no old man coming home 
to look at them!” 

Long ago that had become a sore spot. 
Not only did she sound like a blues singer 
on a jag but she was beginning to look the 
part. Snatching her 
snapped, “I’m happy and not asking you 
for athing. After Harry left I could have 
had my pick of men in this town, don’t 
forget that. You ought to be glad I’m 
keeping house for you. Don’t go getting 
hincty like the rest of those chicks just be- 
cause you're working for Delta Square In- 
surance.” 

She lit a fresh cigarette and waved it as 
she talked. “And another thing, Miss Lady, 
I don’t see what good those sharp clothes 
and an hour’s primping every morning got 
you all these years. You ain’t had a date 


“Re- 


hand away, she 


in a month. Me, I'll at least havé Mrs, 
on my tombstone!” 

I flushed, putting the empty cup down 
quietly in my saucer. Being single at 33 
wasn’t exactly my idea of the ideal state, 
even though I kidded myself into calling it 
being cool and wise. Frankie thought 
otherwise and bluntly said so every now 
and then. A minute later, however, she 
was her amiable, goodnatured self again. 
“Aw, come on, have some more coffee,” she 
coaxed. “You got time.” 

Our eyes met. For a split second she 
was the Frankie I remembered when, as 
young girls, we had been drawn closer than 
ever before by the tragic drowning of our 
parents. 

“Sorry, Lou,” she said. Her voice was 
gruff and affectionate again. “I didn’t 
mean that crack the way it sounded. Lord, 
I sounded just like Aunt Amby!” 

I grinned. Things were all right again, 
She saw me to the door, just as she did 
every morning, and her parting words fol- 
lowed me out the door and down the porch 


steps. “Honest, though, kid,” she fairly 
yelled, “We sure could use a man around 
here. Let’s face it!” 


I shifted my new faille bag from one 
arm to the other, waved to an eagle-eyed 
neighbor idly sweeping her porch, and hur- 
ried on to the corner bus stop. 

Frankie’s sharp-tongued remarks had 
stirred up memories that crowded into my 
consciousness one after the other. The 
audible sigh that escaped me apparently 
gave a teen-age eager beaver standing be- 
side me some man-sized ideas, but my mind 
was preoccupied to permit me to 
squelch him properly. Absently, I looked 
beyond him and got lost in the past. 


too 


I THOUGHT of Aunt Amby, who came 

up from Texas and moved in with 
Frankie and me after the death of our 
parents. 

Protective and possessive, no mother hen 
ever hovered more closely over her brood 
than our stern-faced, lace-wearing aunt. I 
was her main target, because Frankie, 
three years older than I, refused to bow 
down to Aunt Amby’s strict discipline. 
Then, too, Frankie had a job, and the rest 
of her time was taken up with making an 
“T do” project out of Harry. So I was the 
one who grew up believing that if the right 
man didn’t come along, then it was better 


to remain single and have memories. Dig- 
nified memories, as my aunt put it. Quick 


to see that I could easily be wound around 
her finger, my aunt cast a mold for me that 
held firm until it was almost too late. 

I was popular enough during those ado- 
lescent years. There were parties, new 
dresses and all the things that go along 
with growing up. I knew several fellows. 
The fact that Aunt Amby never failed to 
find something wrong with each one didn’t 
faze me too much at first. I was the dreamy 
type, anyhow. When two of my closest 
chums became brides, I stuck my head out 
from auntie’s skirts for the first time. Sud- 
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ienly, I wanted to be among the bridal 
jouquet-tossers instead of on the receiving 
dall the time. 
“Go on and finish your business 
ourse, Florence,” she advised, slipping a 
omforting arm around me. “There’s plen- 
time to think about getting a husband.” 

So I went on. 

Then along came Andy Chism, stocky, 
(m-loving Andy with his quick grin and 
version to hats. We met not long after he 
wit school to devote full time to a small 
ombo he had organized. Before we knew 
what had hit us, we were in love. Nights 
vhen Aunt Amby was at church meeting 
the house rocked with Andy at the piano 
und Frankie giving out at the top of her 
hroaty, blues-shouting voice. One such 
night my aunt returned earlier than usual 
and slipped in through the back door. 

It was Frankie, twisting one hip and pop- 
ping her fingers to Andy’s new jump tune, 
vho first saw her. She let out a yelp and I 
hurst into frightened tears. Auntie walked 
This was a re- 


Auntie pooh-poohed such 


fancy. 


the floor and preached. 
gectable house, she stormed, not a low- 
wn night club, and no good for nothing 


musician was going to lead her nieces 
stray. Her nieces were ladies, she de- 


dared, turning her icy stare on the three 
ifus to make sure we got the idea. 

Recovering from the fury of her attack, 
{ndy announced that he was marrying me 
ffl would have him. That was like waving 
ared flag in front of a bull. Aunt Amby 
rally hit the ceiling. Frankie came to my 
defense, warning her not to interfere. Andy, 
late for his job, made a hasty exit and I 
fed to my room, sobbing inconsolably. 

Two months later Andy was in New 
York on a club date, still waiting for me to 
make up my mind. Disgusted with the 
vhole business, Frankie had taken a sleep- 
in job, while I was again dutifully spend- 
ing my days in business school and eve- 
tings with Aunt Amby, reading or sewing 
ittagging along with her to meetings. Life 
tthome settled down into a comfortable, 
unexciting rut. Two years later, my aunt 
vas dead. Frankie, deserted by Harry, 
ned back home, into the “old maid’s 
most,” as she labeled it. 

A familiar voice at my shoulder jarred 
nefrom my reverie. “Going to work, dear, 
catching a sale downtown?” 

It was Gert Fluellen. My answer was a 
itendly smile and, together, we squeezed 
ad pushed our way off the crowded bus. 

Until a few weeks ago, Gert had been 
lust another co-worker, always complain- 
ig, always catty, and very often down- 
ight vicious in her attitude towards the 
st of us. Often I defended her against 
‘Xe other girls during our 11 a.m. coffee 
“sions. But since my promotion to de- 
jartment head at the firm, Gert had be- 
me a fly in my ointment, too. 

She couldn’t resist taking a dig even that 
‘arly in the morning. 
ttiving soon, now that you're a big shot at 


“[’m sure you'll be 





Delta Square,” she purred, cutting her 
gray-green eyes at me. 

Beyond a vague smile, I didn’t bother to 
answer as we hurried along toward the 
office. The Delta Square Insurance Com- 
pany was housed in an impressive-looking 
corner building and since a recent remod- 
eling, had become a showplace. I could 
feel Gert’s jealous eyes boring into me 
after I left her in the large general office 
and headed for my small private office. 

But once at my desk, I promptly forgot 
those unimportant details and plunged into 
my work. Halfway through the mail I 
was interrupted and I showed my annoy- 
ance. A supervisor barged into my office 
with a man in tow. His name was Leonard 
Burrell. He had been brought in from the 
field for special training in the public re- 
lations department. Inwardly, I groaned. 
“Show him some Delta hospitality, Miss 
Hughes,” the supervisor gushed and left. 
Watching her go with dismay, I pulled my- 
self together with an effort and concen- 
trated on the assignment before me. We 
looked at each other. 

I started guiltily when I realized that 
Leonard Burrell had been quietly studying 
me all along, a faint wry smile on his lips. 
He lit the cigarette I fished out to cover 
my embarrassment, then waited for me to 
speak. He big and attractive, the 
Larry Doby way, and his direct brown eyes 
bored into mine with a half-respectful, half- 
I suspected he was 


was 


quizzical expression. 
enjoying my discomfiture and it made me 
a little peevish. 

Finally, he spoke and his voice matched 
the Doby build and looks. “I hate to dis- 
turb you this way, Miss Hughes. Suppose 
I start with some other section and come 
back here later?” 

Feeling ashamed and apologetic for my 
badly concealed rudeness, I turned on the 
“Nonsense.” I smiled. “This is 
We can start right now. 


he suggested. 


charm. 
part of my job. 
Come on.” 

We toured the department. Burrell 
listened attentively, apparently unaware of 
the frankly admiring gaze of the girls. As 
we walked back to my office for discussion, 
I was glad I’d worn my tailored black dress 
and the new chignon. By the time we 
finished coffee and cigarettes we'd ex- 
changed views on a variety of subjects, 
finding it a pleasant surprise that our tastes 
were so similar. 


(THE NEXT morning Leonard was wait- 


ing in my office. “You’re supposed to 
be in the public relations department to- 
day,” I reminded him. 
He an easy 
“There are one or two questions about your 


gave me smile and said, 
department.” 

I raised my eyebrows. “Oh? I guess I 
didn’t do so well yesterday.” 

“Not at all,” he hastened to assure me. 
“As a matter of fact, I got so interested I 
thought we might go into detail on a few 
points. Of course, if you can’t spare the 
time—” 


| 
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My orders had been to be hospita} 


d'ye 
don 
evel 
to | 


and I was all for it. So I sat back and; 
him talk. By 11 o’clock he had manag, 
to think up two minor questions. Hopi 
to prolong our little tete a tete, I phopd “Yo 
the switchboard to have coffee sent in, § that 
short time later the door opened, by} 
wasn’t the waitress from next door a} at tl 


thought. Instead, Gert Fluellen boune| Seot 
in, carrying a large manila folder, New Frar 
travels fast at Delta. “Flo, dear, I thigh divi 


” 


this file is—” She spied Leonard and bd she 
eyes widened, an innocent expression cro roon 
ing her face. pian 
“Oh, I’m sorry!” she apologized, her ey com 
lids fluttering. “I should have knocked} prise 
But she made no move to go, waiting {j tellir 
an introduction that was impossible for nj too _ 
to avoid. throu 
Being Gert, she got off to a fast star when 
Burrell—Burrell, she mused aloud. $j voice 
knew some Burrells in Ohio. Could fa gla 
possibly be related to them? When it djaston 
veloped that Leonard was indeed a cous Sh 
to her friends, there was no stopping Ger by tw 
Arrival of the coffee made no differen} ay. 
If anything, she tried harder. Wrinkhijiouse 
her nose prettily and sniffing, she hintefpasse 
“Ummm! Smells good.” drop 
My smile was icy. “Sorry there are onjute, b 





two cups, darling. Otherwise, we'd love jinnoc 
have you join us.” Mr. E 

Gert went down fighting. “Some othqShe : 
time, then,” she cooed. 'Frank 


Len chuckled after the door closed bing on 
hind her. “Phew! That was rough't | co 
observed. } or 
Amazed at my own boldness, I shruggi,arefu 
lightly and handed him his coffee. Allj.ooks, 
fair in love, kept running through my minjto go 
After that, we went through the cofiqgood « 
and cigarettes routine every morning in met p 
office. The whole office buzzed excitediyigains 
My steno passed on the gossip to me, dif{rounc 
creetly leaving out the most uncomplfél! eve 
mentary comments. Len and I never mqvett 
outside, although asking me for a date w4toppe 
on his mind. Feeling he was becomin} I ha 
more and more interested in me, I was eupersati 
tent to let our pleasant little sessions go of!toget 
as they were. Len’s interest gave me + oy 
self assurance I lacked. He proudljposed t 
showed me pictures of his house and th} “You 
elderly couple who kept it. I found myflo!” 
self wondering how it would be to live itthat cl 
a house for a change, instead of the girl] We 
dormitory Aunt Amby ran or the bacheluring 
girl quarters Frankie and I shared. from th 
A few weeks later I knew for sure thdremain, 
I was in love with Len. Mirrors don’t litt, pe j, 
and mine told me what had happened. Mang ce, 
eyes sparkled. I was always in a singithing - 
mood and nothing seemed to upset me al, se, 
more. It was something of a shock Vecied, : 
realize the truth. My astonishment tured n'y 
into an ecstatic glow of pleasure. Frankit), 
read the signs and finally remarked om Le 
morning, “What gives, hon? It’s som) - 
thing more than the new job that’s got wo r 
prancing around here like a—” In 
next breath she let out a yelp of delig 
“Don’t tell me! It’s a man! Well, whi 





like me 


jijtaind ? 
ould ar 










ospitaly d’ya know. My baby sister has gone and 
ck andi done it!” She babbled on and on. I didn’t 
manag4 even try to stop her. “When are you going 
Hopi to bring him around?” she asked at last. 
I phong “You name the day and I'll cook a meal 
“nt in, § that will bust his buttons!” 
‘d, but} Len accepted the invitation and arrived 
door a} at the house two days later with a bottle of 
| bounee| Scotch and a bouquet of flowers. He and 
er. New Frankie took to each other on sight. Len 
r, I thin} divided his time between the kitchen where 
d and be she was happily at work and the living 
sion cro} room, Where he entertained me at the 
piano. The discovery that he was an ac- 
1, her eyg complished musician was a pleasant sur- 
knocked! prise and everything was so perfect I kept 
aiting {i telling myself that so much happiness was 
le for nj too good to last. It didn’t. Halfway 
through the dessert the doorbell rang and 
fast star} when Frankie went to answer it, a familiar 
ud. Shi voice floated in from the hallway. I shot 
Could a glance at Len. He was listening, too, in 
hen it djastonishment. It was Gert Fluellen. 
| a cous} She beat Frankie into the dining room 
ying Gefby two lengths, running her mouth all the 
lifferer| ay. “Is Flo here?” she gushed. “Your 
Wrinkhijiiouse looked so cozy and inviting as I 
1e hintefpassed on the bus, I just had to get off and 
drop in for a minute. Just one little min- 
e are onjute, because—” Again that expression of 
d love finnocent surprise froze on her face. “Why. 
Mr. Burrell! Imagine finding you here!” 
me othdShe settled like a homing pigeon and 
Frankie marched into the kitchen, mutter- 
losed bing ominously. 
ugh"? couldn’t tell if Len was just being po- 
. or whether he was fascinated by Gert’s 
shruggt{ arefully calculated act. She had youth, 
ee, Alijooks, a sure-fire line and plenty of nerve 
my minjio go with it all. She used them all to 
he coflqgood effect, I had to admit, as I watched 
ing in mher performance. I fought desperately 
excitedipigainst it, but the old shell began to creep 
. me, ditround me. The glow that had warmed me 
incomplt:ll evening began to fade and as Len and 
vever m@vert laughed and talked together, I 
date wddtopped back into my listless old self. 
becomin} | had little to add to their sparkling con- 
was comversation, but Len wouldn’t let me retreat 
ons go opltogether. That made me even more mis- 
e me thptable. I didn’t know how a lady was sup- 
proudijposed to handle such a situation. 
_ and th} “You have more than two cups this time, 
yund m¥flo!” Gert said brightly. Len thought 
to live that clever and beamed. 
the girl] We played canasta and several times 
bachelWluring the game I caught Len studying me 
1. from the corner of his eyes. But his face 
sure thdremained expressionless. Gert continued 
don't litt, be her irrepressible self, alternately coy 
ened. Mind seductive. She had the ball. By the 
a SINE Mime the Scotch was gone, she was ready 
t me aly, go, too. “Oooh, 








t’s getting late!” she 


shook ‘ied, looking at “el watch. “I'll have to 

Franki bi She smiled demurely. “Mama doesn’t 
rked alt me to be out late alone at night.” 

5 som Len, of course, being a gentleman, rose 

5 get st the occasion and offered to drive her 

tyme. Hesitantly, she eyed me. Would I 

+ deligh mind? ~She was collecting him before I 


all whfuld answer. At the door, Gert turned to 





remind me that I had promised long ago 
to visit her. 
“How about me?” 
get an invitation?” 
“Silly!” she breathed. “Of course!” 
Then they were gone. I heard Frankie 
come up behind me and turned to see her 
leaning in the doorway shaking her head. 
Dead-pan, she said, “He went thata way!” 
Late that night, I sat before the dressing 


“Don’t 


Len inquired. 


_ 


table mirror, staring off into space. Again 
I had failed myself. Oh, sure. I was a 


successful career girl, but when it came to 
romance. I was nowhere! Id let a slick 
chick with a smooth line not only crash the 
party I'd planned, but walk off with my 
man. I wanted Len so badly, it hurt. Fool 
that I was, I should have known better. A 
lone tear ran down my cheek and splashed 
on my hand. 

The next morning, 
through a pile of work, scarcely seeing the 
Inside, I was numb, 


somehow I waded 


papers in front of me. 
devoid of all emotion. I felt and probably 
acted like sleepwalker. I even had a 
wild impulse to get Gert on the phone, but 
I didn’t. How could a lady cope with or 
have anything to say to such an obvious 
man-hunter like Gert? I walked to the win- 
dow, nervously puffing on a cigarette, and 
stared down at the sidewalk. 

A voice behind me brought me back to 
reality. Flo?” It was 
Len, standing beside my desk. 

“Going?” My voice was shrill and high- 
pitched. “Why. everything’s wonderful, 
Len! Why should it be otherwise?” 

He shook his head sadly. “Aren’t you 
being a little melodramatic?” he asked 


“How’s it going, 


quietly. 
My voice quivered, 


“Don’t kid 


“Me melodramatic?” 
but I put up a brave front. 
yourself, Len.” 

Len’s steady eyes captured my gaze and 
held it. ‘“You’re feeling sorry for your- 
self,” he said bluntly, “And I’ve got a feel- 
ing you do it oftener than’s good for you. 
When you can’t have things your way, 
you pull that hurt pride down over you 
and curl up inside like an oyster.” He cut 


off my angry retort with a wave of his 
hand. “Stand on your feet and be a woman 


for a change. You're a big girl now. Face 
life, Flo. Stop running. At least Gert goes 
after what she thinks she wants.” 

I flared up at that last remark. “Yes, 
and what she wants is you!” I shouted. 
“She’s young and she’s ready, willing and 
able. Please don’t let me stand in the 
way!” 

With a swift movement, Len snatched 
my handbag from the desk and was beside 
me in two steps. He opened it and yanked 
out the mirror. “Here!” he commanded, 
thrusting it into my hands. “Take a look 
That’s what I saw that first 
morning in here. And I liked what I saw, 
Flo. But you’re so tied up in knots inside, 
you were afraid to meet me even halfway. 
What are you afraid of? This?” 

The next moment I was in his arms, my 
trembling body hard against his, my lips 


a good look. 
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bruised by his, straining to meet his kisses. 
For a glorious interval of time, my love- 
starved heart soared up among the clouds. 
Then he thrust me from him. 

“You’re no woman,” he said pityingly. 
“You're a machine, efficient and correct 
down to the last detail, but all mixed up.” 
He went to the door and didn’t even look 
over his shoulder. 

Clenching my fist against my mouth, I 
stood there sobbing: “Len! Oh, Len! I love 


you so much.” 


VIVE MINUTES later, scarcely before 

I'd dried my bitter tears, Gert waltzed 
in, her hands on her swivel hips and a 
triumphant glint in her light-colored eyes. 
Taking the chair Len had just vacated, she 
waved her lashes at me. “Flo, dear, I want 
to thank you for—why, what’s the matter? 
You’ve been crying,” she exclaimed. She 
leaned solicitously across the desk. “Gee, 
you're a sight! Your eyes are all red and 
your chignon has slipped.” 

I was on my feet in a flash and I moved 
between her and the door, my eyes twin 
pin-points of hate. Her jaw sagged in as- 
tonishment. “If I’ve been crying, it’s be- 
cause I’ve had all I’m going to take from 
you!” I raved. “You’ve caused enough 
trouble. I’m warning you—from now on, 
you keep your hands off Len, hear me?” 

Gert smiled, cool and confident. But un- 
derneath she was hard as rock. “Don’t call 
me names,” she grated. “You're salty be- 
cause Len walked out on you last night. 
Well, why shouldn’t he?” she demanded 
contemptuously. “What is there about you 
to hold any man?” With an evil smirk, she 
moved past me toward the door. As an 
afterthought, she flung over her shoulder, 
“And just watch me, baby. Watch my 
speed.” 

Something in the way she said it touched 
off a trigger inside me. I flung out a hand 
and grabbed the back of Gert’s collar, 
yanking her back into the room. She 
squealed with rage and uttered an oath. 
Her hands clawed at my face, but I ducked, 
locking my hands around her waist. We 
struggled back and forth across the office. 
Finally, she broke loose, stumbled back- 
ward and grabbed up the metal desk calen- 


dar. Cursing like a street woman, she 
threw it at my head, then did the 
same with the leather cigarette case. 


Nimbly, I sidestepped in time and slipped 
off my shoe. Vaguely, I recalled hearing 
once that the heel of a woman’s shoe is a 
deadly weapon. I rapped a few smart ones 
on her uplifted elbow. “Now, get out of 
this office and stay out!” I ordered. 

I heard excited voices behind me and 
with a guilty feeling, I swung around to 
see the doorway filled with shocked faces. 
For the first time, I was aware that we had 
an audience. But before I could feel the 
shame that rushed to my cheeks, some- 
one giggled and screamed: “Watch it, 
Hughes!” 

From the rear, Gert’s claw-like hand shot 
around my throat. Her sharp fingers dug 
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in and held viciously. She was pound- 
ing her balled fist into my back like a trip 
hammer. I staggered, but managed to keep 
my feet. Breathless and in pain, I 
snapped my free elbow back into her stom- 
ach. Her breath left her in a loud wail and 
she let go of me. She was bent almost dou- 
ble, pawing on the desk for anything to 
throw at me. Then I really let her have it, 
and it was a bullseye. 

With a little running skip, I hauled off 
in perfect gridiron style and planted my 
foot squarely in the shapely Fluellen rear. 
As far as I was concerned, that ended the 
fight, for I promptly fainted. 

When I came to, I was slumped in my 
armchair, with a bunch of girls crowded 
around me. I immediately closed my eyes. 
The enormity of my misconduct was too 
much to bear. In a half-daze my mind re- 
called the details of the battle that had all 
Delta Square buzzing like a hive. I could 
just imagine Aunt Amby looking stern, 
disapproving—even shocked. To think that 
her niece could be involved in a knock- 
down, drag-out brawl, in the middle of a 
back-alley free-for-all like a common hoy- 
den—and over a man, at that! 

-I ran a hand across my face. What had 
happened to the poised, self-possessed Flo 
Hughes? Why had my heart controlled 
my actions instead of my head? I didn’t 
know the answer, but I knew there was only 
one thing to do now. I could never again 
face the office staff after making such a 
spectacle of myself. Sobbing quietly and 
ignoring the sympathetic pats on the back 
from the girls around me, I gathered up 
my personal belongings and jammed them 
into my brief case. 

Doc Avery suddenly appeared on the 
scene, shoving his glasses back on his fore- 
head and blinking owlishly. “What’s going 
on here?” he demanded. “This is a business 
office, not an arena!” 

I sniffed back my tears. “It’s all my 
fault,” I told him. “But please, no lec- 
tures now. I couldn’t take it. Anyway, I’m 
leaving.” 

Doc Avery stared at me. “You mean 
you're resigning, Miss Hughes?” 

“No—I’m quitting!” I shouted, heading 
for the door. And as I made my way 
through the stunned crowd, I knew that it 
would be a long time before I could face 
anyone who knew how disgracefully I had 
behaved. 

I didn’t go directly home. I couldn’t. I 
wandered aimlessly, trying to analyze the 
confusion of emotion that still flooded 
through me. “You've got to learn to take 
up for your rights!” Frankie always used 
to scold me. But the one time in my life 
when I had acted on her advice, look what 
had happened! Id not only lost my job, 
and my self-respect, but the very thing for 
which I had been fighting. I’d be insane 
to think that Len would ever speak to me 
again after I had made a public spectacle 
of myself. 

Sooner or later, I knew, I would have 
to go home. But the prospect of confid- 


ing in my sister didn’t worry me. Big 
hearted, down-to-earth Frankie would un. 
derstand. No doubt, she’d even be proy 


of me. Yes, I knew I could count q 
Frankie. But when I walked in the houg 
I saw an amazing sight—for once in he 
life, my fast-talking sister was speechlex 
Sitting beside her on the sofa was Len, d, 
scribing that afternoon’s battle in all jj 
gory detail. She stared at me in stunned 
admiration and her eyes fairly bulged whe 
Len assured her she ought to see Ger 
Fluellen. Twice Frankie managed a muted 
“Well, Pl be—!” and only the odor of 
scorching roast sent her rushing out to th: 
kitchen. 

I wanted to follow her, but Len blocke 
my path. He grabbed my arms. “Yo 
sweet, crazy, adorable little fool!” | 
smiled. “She wasn’t worth all that! Sure 
I wanted you to show some spunk, but yoy 
really went to town.” 

A protest rose in my throat, then die 
there. I wanted to laugh cynically in hi 
face, demand to know if he thought [i 
been fighting over him. Perish the thought 
I wanted to say. Gert had been asking fo; 
it for a long time and I'd merely don 
what any girl in the office would have don 
just on general principles. But I couldn’ 
lie. Not when Len was touching me. Noi 
when his steady brown eyes pierced all the 
way through to my soul. 

I had been fighting over him. I did love 
him, and there was no point in denying it 
“Yes,” I admitted bitterly, “I was a fool 
All those years of hard work tossed dow 
the drain, all my dreams—and Au 
Amby’s—smashed in a few minutes just foy 
the satisfaction of socking that so-and-s 
in the jaw. What’ll I do?” I asked Len, 
gazing up at him helplessly. “‘I—I quit m 
job.” 

Len smoothed back my hair with a ten 
der hand. “Now or later, when we get 
married—what’s the difference?” he asked. 

“You mean—you want me now? After— 
after what happened?” 

Len’s arms were around me now, secur 
and comforting. “Look, darling, I’ve lovei 
you all along. I knew something woull 
explode between you and that femal 
sharp-shooter,” he explained. “But believe 
me, I don’t feel great because it was over 
me. All I wanted was for you to be sur 
about what you wanted.” 

“I want you, darling.” I said simply. 

Len laughed. “I believe you. And don! 
worry about the folks at the office. Why. 
after you left today, they crowned you 
Delta’s champ of the year!” 

I managed a smile. His lips presse 
against my ear, then moved tantalizingly 
around to my eager lips and his kiss wé 
like skyrockets exploding inside me. My 
knees were two-way hinges. 

Distantly, I heard Frankie asking 
whether she should set the table for ont 
two, three or what. Without stirring, I hel 
up three fingers over Len’s shoulder, then 
circled my thumb and forefinger to signdl 
that all was well. THE END 
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Married 


A 
Cheapskate 


(Continued from Page 34) 


[tossed my head and met Betty’s scrutiniz- 
ing glance with a nonchalant smile. “Din- 
ner on shipboard. What could be more 
That’s for me.” 

“We'll see your 


romantic ? 
Jeff nodded approvingly. 
folks at Indian Point.” 
Later, when the Russells had strolled 
away, I closed my eyes and pretended to 
drowse. Was Jeff the word—a tightwad? 
Ireproached myself immediately. He may 
have had his reasons. Maybe he didn’t 
like the Russells. But he had mentioned 
I knew Jeff had a safe job, earned 


money. 
agood salary. . . 

“Ellen?” 

Jeff leaned toward me. “Not angry 
about the dinner, Ellen?” 

I shook my head. “Of course noc. Jeff.” 
And I wasn’t angry. I told myself. Just 


taken aback and confused, that’s all. 
Jeff stretched back in his chair and faced 


the river. “We were four kids at home, 
Ellen.” There was a reminiscent note in his 
voice. “Dad worked seasonally. Then 
spent his wages recklessly. Never a cent 
put aside for emergencies. We lived a 


I grew up with a 
It gives me a 


hand-to-mouth existence. 
healthy respect for money. 
good feeling to know that if I lose my job 
or get sick, there'll be enough to take care 
and my family, dear.” 

Jeff's voice and his tender 


of myself 
The tone in 
look when he mentioned the word “family,” 
roused a sudden sweet warmth within me. 
While Jeff silently repacked his pipe. Per- 
haps Jeff was right. I assured myself. Why 
throw money away needlessly. After all. 
we did have our tickets and I should be 
glad that he was the kind of man who 
would think of his wife’s security. 
He pulled me toward him. 
moved gently across my face and throat. 
then rested on my mouth 
sessively. Any remaining doubts were swept 
away in a swift current of ecstasy. 
Three months later Jeff and I 
married and, while searching for an apart- 


His lips 


urgently, pos- 


were 


ment, settled down in his small, furnished 
tom. I wanted to continue with my job 
but Jeff was unyielding in his refusal. “A 


guy wants to know he can take care of his 
wife,” he insisted. But I thought ruefully 
of the things I really needed and could buy 
with my salary. Jeff had worked out a 
strict budget and my allowance included 
oly food and small housekeeping and per- 
sonal needs. He opened a joint bank ac- 
count for clothes and other expenditures. 
“But we'll both discuss and approve all 
withdrawals, Ellen,” he cautioned. 





THE NIGHT Jeff planned the budget, I 

protested weakly, “It really isn’t enough, 
Jeff, to take care of running the house and 
my personal expenses.” 

Jeff paced the room thoughtfully, then 
sat down on the bed and drew me into his 
“You'll have to make it do, honey. 
Gently, he brushed his lips 
“Tt’s easier 


arms. 
It’s important.” 
then continued, 


over my hair, 
to economize now while our expenses are 
small and things are going smoothly. Later 


we'll be able to handle any emergencies 
that arise.” 
Doubt rose to my lips but Jeff’s eyes 


were probing me intently and I realized 
that I faced the first important test in my 
marriage. I remembered Rob and _ the 


promise I made never to jeopardize my 


happiness again by insisting on my own 
way of doing things. Give it a try, I told 
myself. Learn to be a good manager. Later 


on Jeff will realize you can’t plan your life 
for future emergencies. Meanwhile there 
are cheaper cuts of meat. store 
I fell asleep that night planning 
on ways to make my allowance do. 

About a month after we where married, 
Jeff came exciting news. A 
friend had accepted a job another city 
and offered to sublet his four room apart- 


bargain 


dresses. 


home with 


ment to us. “The rooms are kind of small 
and dark. honey.” Jeff announced. “But 
we re mighty lucky at that.” 

I flung myself into Jeff's arms. “Oh, dar- 


ling, we'll have such 
buying furniture and 

A worried look crossed Jeff’s face. “Let’s 
dear. and nothing on the 
They rook you that way 


fun decorating and 
g 


not go overboard. 
instalment plan. 


and, with extra rent. we can’t afford to 
splurge.” 
I swallowed my disappointment. It was 


blessing enough to have an apartment of 
our own. I'd work hard to furnish it as 
cheaply as possible. 

Two weeks later. we into the 
apartment and blissfully I spent my days 
shopping at furniture sales, always bearing 
in mind Jeff's terse warning, “Careful buy- 
ing, Ellen. With extra rent we’ve got to 
watch our budget.” 

I made my own drapes 
and found a carpenter who built three large 
at bargain rates. After a few 
admitted the apartment looked 
attractive, although he added pointedly. 
“We're living beyond our means, Ellen.” 

I tried to make up for the extra rent and 
furniture expense by living carefully with- 
However, the anxieties and 
household 


moved 


and slipcovers 


bookcases 


weeks Jeff 


in our budget. 
tensions of 
limited allowance and going blocks out of 
every 


running a on a 


my way to save a few pennies on 
purchase began to wear on my nerves and 
spirits. 
Sometimes my resentment would reach 
a peak and Jeff and I quarreled over small 
But Jeff need only take me in 
his arms later. His urgent kisses caressed 
and aroused me to an ever-deepening rap- 
ture, and my unhappiness would subside. 


Often, lying securely in his arms, I won- 


matters. 
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writes, “I am a hairdresser and have about 
15 customers. They all want to use LONG 
we = 





“Virose. wee? 





dered about other women who faced th 
same bewildering problem of a husbanj 
loving and thoughtful in every way by 
tight with ‘money. My mind no longe 
balked at the word as it did at the begin, 
ning of our marriage. Jeff was tight. I tol 
myself, as other men were brutal or drunk. 
ards. 

It was about this time that I becam 
friendly with my upstairs neighbor. Li; 
Reed. Lila was a tall, good-looking. coppe 
skinned woman, with a breezy. sophisti. 
cated manner. We had been merely ey. 
changing hellos as we met in the hallway 
but I was quick to notice her glamoroys 
clothes and the expensive perfume that al. 
ways clung to her. Overly conscious of m 
homemade permanent and neat but faded 
spring coat, I couldn't help feeling flattered 
when Lila stopped to talk and invite me 
up to her apartment to watch a fashion 
show on television. But I saw little of tha 
show. Instead I kept looking around the 
large living room, with its sleek modem 
furniture and soft thick rugs.  Lila’s hus 
band must be earning a much larger salary 
than Jeff, I decided. Either that or he was 
willing to spend more for an_ attractive, 
comfortable home. 


NE MORNING while I was doing the 

breakfast dishes, Lila dashed in way. 
ing a theatre ticket. “My club’s having a 
mctinee next Wednesday for “Merry Holi- 
day.” Would you like to come, along 
Ellen?” 

Hesitantly, I dried my hands. glanced at 
the ticket. A two-forty mezzanine seat. | 
thought of the ten dollars I managed to 
save after weeks of careful scrimping. | 
was going to use it for a much _ needed 
blouse and a birthday present for Jeff. And 
I just couldn’t ask Jeff for the money. 

“Have you seen the show, Ellen?” 

“No—no, I haven’t Lila.” I stammered. 
“But Jeff may want to see it.” 

Lila nodded. “You keep the ticket and 
let me know in the morning.” 

That night, at dinner, when I showed 
Jeff the ticket, he whistled softly. “Two- 
forty! Too much for a matinee. honey. 
Besides, you know we have tickets for 
June—Love in a Penthouse.” 

My hand fumbled nervously with the cof- 
fee cup. I had forgotten about the tickets 
he was talking about. Joan Winters, the 
new secretary in Jeff’s office, had sold them 
to him—for a charity benefit. I was sur 
prised when Jeff had brought the tickets 
home. Joan must be a persuasive gal, | 
assured myself wryly. Yet June was a long 
way off. 

“I'd really like to go Wednesday, Jef.” 
I smiled hesitantly. “Lila’s awfully nice 
and I—thought we could draw from ou 
account.” 

“Our emergency account!” Jeff stared at 
me incredulously, as if I had just suggested 
robbing a bank. 

I put my cup down sharply. “Having fun. 
Jeff,” I said bitterly, “occasional, ut 
planned, weekday fun, is an emergency. A! 
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least for housewives. All our entertain- 
ment is so rigidly planned, darling. The 
ysual Saturday night movie and soda. Fun 
by a blueprint. Even though we can easi- 
ly afford it, we so seldom splurge. I—I 
just have to get out more, spend some extra 
money sometime. 

“Budgets are funny things, Ellen,” Jeff 
said. “Once you get off them, you do it 
again and again. Now, that’s one thing 
Joan understands. She’s on a strict budget, 
puts her extra money in savings bonds.” 

Yes, I thought bitterly, it was easy for 
Joan to budget— She lived at home, paid 
no board. She always dressed like a fash- 
jon plate. Why not? It was easy for her 
to have nice clothes and beauty parlors and 
savings bonds also. But, of course, Jeff 
couldn’t understand that. 

I sighed, started to stack the dishes. 
There was no use arguing with Jeff, I told 
myself. We'd been all through it before. 
The future was more real to Jeff than our 
life in the present. 

The next day I went upstairs to return 
the ticket to Lila. As I walked into the 
foyer, I heard the loud murmur of voices 
and, through the broad archway, I saw a 





soup of women playing cards in the 
smoke-filled, shuttered living room. The 


with piles of chips, 
Lila 


table was stacked 
drinks and cluttered cigarette trays. 
hurried into the foyer with a bright smile. 
But her face looked tense. “Just a friendly 
game of poker,” she announced gayly. 
“How about joining us?” 


“I don’t play, Lila,” I said. “Thanks 
anyway. I just wanted to return the 
ticket.” 


She looked at me carefully. “The ticket 
isn’t too expensive?” 

A deep flush crossed my face. “Of course 
not,” I said quickly. “Jeff's firm may run 
atheatre party. He doesn’t know but it 
might be for the same play.” 

Lila nodded. “Perhaps you'll come to 
our next matinee, Ellen.” 

As I walked 
whether Lila had guessed anything about 
my money problems. 

A week before the Easter holidays, Lila 
invited me to go shopping with her at Rob- 
bins & Taylor, one of the most exclusive 
sores in the city. “We'll lunch in their 
Chinese Gardens. My treat, Ellen.” She 
spoke emphatically and I hoped my face 
hadn’t shown dismay at the mention of an 


downstairs, I wondered 


expensive eating place. 

At Robbins & Taylor, Lila shopped in 

the Green Room, where only expensive 
clothes were sold. I ached with envy as 
she fitted a navy blue belted suit with red 
velvet cuffs and red glass buttons. “Only 
$85.00, Ellen,” she burbled cheerfully. 
Reduced from $135.00.” 
As I admired the suit, I thought resent- 
tully of the three shoddy dresses I had 
bought in Parker’s bargain basement since 
hy marriage. 

My heart was too full to pretend any 
lnger. “That would be about $84.00 too 


much for me, Lila. My budget wouldn’t 
approve.” 

Lila regarded me with a shrewd smile. 
She observed cynically, “You know, Ellen, 
husbands may not like their wives to spend 
money on clothes but they always admire 
good clothes on other women.” 

“Not my husband, Lila,” I 
with a quick certainty. “He never notices 
such things. Any clothes will do if neat 
and—” I hesitated for a moment and Lila 
interrupted with a knowing smile. “And 
inexpensive. Is that it?” 

As I picked up my bag, I added hastily. 
“Jeff's really very nice, Lila.” 

“Of course, Ellen.” she agreed softly. 
“That’s why you married him. But I rather 
guessed he kept you on a tight leash about 
Her eyes travelled slowly over 
suit, my 


answered 


money.” 
my carefully mended 
rubbed patent leather shoes. 

On the ride home. Lila returned to the 
must look her best, 


spring 


subject. “A woman 
Ellen. Especially after marriage. 
too much competition around. It’s easy to 
lose a man if you don’t stay glamorous. A 
lot of women face your problem.” She 
smiled and studied my face. “Take me, for 
instance, Tom’s all right about money. But 
I couldn’t afford to dress too well on his 
Likewise a lot of my friends. 


There’s 


allowance. 
But we manage.” 

“How?” 

Lila thought over my question. “We pick 
up some extra money playing cards. Friend- 
ly games. The suit I bought represents a 
few weeks’ earnings.” 

“Jeff would never approve,” 
ly. “He’d be furious.” 

Lila laughed softly. “Jeff needn’t know, 
my dear. We're always home by dinner- 
time. But, of course, there’s always the 
bargain basement if that’s what you want.” 

While Lila chattered glibly about the 
need for looking attractive, I thought of 
Joan Winters’ party coming up on Satur- 
day night. I was not really worried about 
Joan, I assured myself, even though Jeff 
quoted her like a Bible when it came to 
budget talk. No, it wasn’t Joan. Only Jeff 
and I had gone to so few parties since our 
marriage that I was anxious to look my 


I said sober- 


best. 

That night I talked to Jeff about a new 
dress but he merely flicked a stray curl 
from my forehead and remarked, “You'll 


look swell in that black velvet thing, 
honey.” He grinned cheerfully. “You're 


an old married lady. Remember? It’s 
Joan who’s looking for a husband.” 

I turned from him abruptly, forcing my- 
self to swallow the hurt, angry words that 
rushed to my lips. It’s not that important, 
I cautioned myself. It’s petty to fight over 
a dress. 

The next morning, I took the velvet dress 
from the closet and sewed around the neck- 
line a white lace hand embroidered ruffle 
which I had bought at a sale. I looked at 
it critically and decided it was impossible 
but would have to do. 

That Saturday night at the party uneasy 
doubts flared within me. Joan was a ravish- 
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Botisfaction guaranteed. HURRY! ORDER TODAY! 
WORLD-WIDE DIAMOND CO. $-950 
® 2451 S. MICHIGAN AVE., CHICAGO 16, ILL. 

















NEVOLINE is the fastest ... safest bleaching cream you 
con use for guaranteed lighter, brighter complexion. 
You get immediate results in just 3 days with wonder- 
ful NEVOLINE Bleaching Cream... Results you actu- 
ally con see in your own mirror... and in his eyes. 
Get NEVOLINE ond prove to yourself thot your 
skin com be lighter, brighter, glowing ond 
blemish-free. 
Order it today! In large 2 oz. jors only $1.00 - 
each, or 3 for $2.00. Save C.O.D. costs, en- 
close your remittance with order. Act now! 
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¢ DOCTOR'S MARVELOUS NEW DISCOVERY 
RELIEVES DRUNKENNESS IN 5 DAYS 


Does Drunkenness Threaten Your Happi- 
ness or Your Loved Ones? Our Remarkable 
New Discovery Quickly ard Easily Helps 
Bring Relief From All Desire For Liquor! 
With This Craving For liquor Gone, No 
Will Power Is Necessary To Stop Drink- 
ing. This Is Strictly A Home Method! 
Easy To Take! Nothing Like It Before! 
You Can Go To Business And Carry On 
Your Social Life As Usual, While Using Our Method! May be 
used secretly for whiskey, wine or beer! Improvement Is 
Noticed In A Remarkably Short Time. The Price Is Amaz- 
ingly Low! Only $10.00 For The Entire Method, Formula and 
Instructions! This ls The Only Method That Guar- 
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Returned In Ten Days. You Will Bless The Day NO 
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One application with a tooth brush or swab does 


just a uniform color, if properly applied. 
IT WILL NOT RUB OFF! 
matter how stubborn or how caused. BLACK "stays 


WONDERFUL FOR TOUCHING UP. 


You 


advantage. 
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Druggist or direct from us. 


Will cover gray hair in 10 to 30 minutes so that you would not know it ever was gray. 


ANYONE CAN PUT IT ON AT HOME. You save time and money! No one will sus- 


pect your hair has been dyed. Leaves it soft and lustrous—no dead color—no streaks—no spots— 


It stays on several months. 
manent waving, curling or straightening iron, nothing takes it off. You can cover any gray, no 


over other dyes or where powdered hennas have been used. Women and men use Eau Denna to 


DOES NOT INTERFERE WITH PERMANENT WAVING. 
in English and Spanish. CAUTION: Use as directed on label. 

(In ordering, please state color desired. ) 
box $3 cash with order or $3.40 COD (Including Federal Tax.) 
Your Money Back if Not Entirely Satisfied. 


It is liquid. 


it. No pack. No mess. 


Shampooing, sea bathing, sun, per- 


BLACK. All colors stay put. 


can put it on just where needed. Can be used 


Full directions in each box 
Colors: Black, Dark Brown, Medium 
Price per 
Order thru your Dept. Store, 





HAIR SPECIALTY 
112 East 23rd Street « 


Cut this ad out now and save for future reference. 
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TO BE SET TO MUSIC 
Send Your Poems Today For Free Examination to 
J. CHAS. McNEIL 


A. B. MASTER OF MUSIC 
| 510-E So. Alexandria, Los Angeles 5, Calif. 
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Baking is one of 
America’s high industries in wages. 
Not seasonable, but year ‘round good 
field for trained and experienced men. 
——— basic spare time home study 

urse lays solid foundation. If you have 
the aptitude _ this type of work, send for 
F E Booklet, “Opportunities in Com- 
mercial Baking.” 

NATIONAL BAKING SCHOOL 
835 Diversey 


Pkwy., Dept. 3235, Chicago 14, It. 
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FADED HAI R 


Now you can shampoo and color your hair the 
same time with SHAMPO-KOLOR, any shade. 
No dyed look, permits permanent. Simple, cau- 
tion: use only’ as directed on label.—Most lasting. 
Write for Free Booklet. 
VALLIGNY PRODUCTS, INC. 
Dept. 70-T, 254 West 3ist Street, New York |, New York 
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ing hostess. Her lush brown prettiness 
was accented to perfection by a chic lip. 
stick red dress. Her hair hung in sleek 
shining waves about her shoulders, a trib. 
ute to one of the expensive beauty shops in 


town. I couldn't help a swift feeling of 
resentment. Joan’s pious talk of budget. 


ing was just a line. I felt altogether dowdy 
as her knowing eyes swept over my worm 
dress and makeshift hairdo. I remember 
how Jeff winked at her and turned to me 
with a grin. “Cute, isn’t she, Ellen? 
Should land a husband any day now.” 

A pert smile flickered over Joan’s face, 
“Trouble is, Ellen, all the nice guys are 
married.” 

During the rest of that evening, I say 
little of Jeff. He danced just about once 
with me and then Joan came over and 
begged in a soft voice, “May I borrow 
your husband to fix some drinks? He's 
such a handy man to have around, Ellen.” 

After that Jeff was busy all over the 
place doing chores for Joan. I joined some 
people I knew from Jeff's office and sat 
around talking with them. Every now and 
then Jeff would hurry over and chat with 
us, then he’d dash off to mix drinks, pass 
trays and play records. Joan’s Man Fri. 
day again. He’s just trying to be helpful, 
I told myself. He couldn’t very well refuse 
to give her a hand. Don’t become one of 
those possessive wives. Yet in spite of all 
my arguments, I felt a sharp twinge of 
jealousy. 

That night, after the party, Jeff and | 
quarreled. We were in our bedroom and 
Jeff, taking off his tie, remarked casually, 
“Tt was a swell party, honey. Joan’s sure 
a classy looking gal, isn’t she?” 

I bridled instantly, all my _ pent-up 
jealousy and resentment springing into 
words. “Why shouldn’t she look good? 
She spends enough money on herself for all 
her budgeting. Of course you admire her. 
You made that clear all evening.” 

Jeff strode over to me, a look of amuse- 
ment on his face. He put his arms around 
me. “Not really jealous, are you, hon?” 

I pulled myself away and looked at him 
appraisingly. “You know, Jeff, Lila warned 
me that men always admire glamour on 
other women.” 

Swiftly, Jeff lifted me to his arms and 
carried me to the large arm chair. I tugged 
wildly at him but he forced my _ head 
against his shoulder. His lips caressed my 
face with small, tender kisses. “You silly 
darling,” he whispered. “You're lovelier 
than Joan can ever hope to be.” His lips 
closed ardently in the hollow of my throat 
but; for the first time since my marriage, 
I couldn’t forget my grievances in Jeffs 
lovemaking. 

It was then lying awake that night long 
after Jeff had dozed off, I remembered 
Lila’s invitation to play cards. Perhaps that 
was the solution to my problem. I still had 
my ten dollars put aside. I might wit 
enough to buy the hat I admired at Robbins 
& Taylor. Lila was right. Jeff needn't 
know about it. And it was the only way t@ 
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get some extra money to buy a few decent 
clothes. to look as attractive as other 
women—as Joan. 

The next morning I told Lila I'd like to 
join one of her card games if the invita- 
tion was still open. She threw me a shrewd 
smile. “Love to have you, Ellen. You'll 
have fun at our little games.” 

That afternoon Lila took me over to Fran 
Lester's apartment. Fran lived in the 
house next to us and I often noticed her 
passing in the street. She always looked 
so self-confident and fashionably dressed. 
Besides Noreen and Grace, two regular 
players, Fran invited Elaine Bradley, a 
thin, intense looking woman, with affected 
manners, who Lila told me was very well- 
to-do. 

We played open poker and in spite of 
my nervousness and unfamiliarity with the 
game, I had beginner’s luck. Late that 
afternoon when I cashed in my chips, I dis- 
covered I had won four dollars. Wildly 
elated, I joined in the laugh when Lila 
suggested I was really a professional card 
sharp in disguise. Both Lila and Elaine 
Bradley were heavy losers. Lila shrugged 
off her losses with casual words but Elaine 
couldn’t help showing her irritation. She 
was obviously a sore loser and I wondered 
why Fran bothered to invite her to play 
again. 

As-we walked across to our house, I said 
to Lila, “I feel awful taking your money.” 

Lila patted my shoulder. “I’m glad you 
won, Ellen. It'll help toward that spring 
bonnet you want. But I think Elaine Brad- 
ley acted pretty nasty. And she can afford 
to lose.” 

During the next few games, I kept win- 
ning small sums of money. Yet, I was 
afraid to spend the money. Instead I kept 
it for a stake in case the cards should turn 
against me. With every game, I felt a 
growing anxiety in the way I spent my 
afternoons, with the lies I was forced to 
tell Jeff. Playing cards for money, when 
you can ill afford to, is a harrowing and 
nerve-wracking pastime. I was too much 
afraid of losing ever to relax and enjoy 
myself, 


THE ONE TIME I did get up enough 

nerve to use some of my winnings, the 
result was unpleasant. In fact, it brought 
on the first real quarrel with Jeff. Setting 
aside my fears, I had dashed defiantly 
down to one of the smartest shops in town 
and bought myself the cutest little frock. 
It was exactly the kind of smart frock Joan 
always had. At home, I stod admiring my- 
self in the mirror, but caught my breath 
when I heard Jeff’s key in the door and his 
step on the stairs. Frantically, I rushed to 
the closet to get my robe. I intended to put 
the robe on, to hide the new dress. Then 
Imade a swift resolution. Hadn’t I bought 
itto be beautiful for Jeff and admired by 
him? Why was I acting like a scared little 
fool? 

I flung open the door, marched triumph- 
antly out into the hall and started down 


the steps, preening myself like a prize pea- 
cock in my new finery. Jeff was thunder- 
struck. He was at the last landing, com- 
ing up as I swept down the steps to meet 
him. 


I wanted to overwhelm him with my 
splendor. 

Instead, I only succeeded in shocking 
him. 

“Ellen,” he cried harshly. “Where did 


money to buy that dress? If 
I'll break your 


you get the 
you've touched our savings, 
neck.” 

Horrified, I stared at him in disbelief. I 
had expected him to be curious, to be a bit 
suspicious, perhaps, but certainly, I hadn't 
expected such a violent reaction. 
of your business where I got 
it—or how,” I exploded. I turned, ran 
back into the apartment and crumpled 
living 


“Tt’s none 


a miserable, sobbing heap on the 
room floor. 

Instead of apologizing or comforting me, 
Jeff raged and ranted, demanding to know 
how I had bought the dress. It was my op- 
portunity to confess the secret I had been 
keeping from him. Perhaps if I had done 
so then, the horrible thing that happened 
later could have been avoided. But his in- 
sistence increased my stubbornness. 

Oh, of course, we finally kissed and made 
up, but only after saying many things we 
both regretted later. The incident created 
a new barrier between us. Even after we 
made up, I refused to tell Jeff the truth 
about how I had been able to buy the frock. 
I lied, said Dad had sent me a check. I 
hated Jeff for making me lie, hated myself 
for lying. 

After hectic game, I was alarmed 
by the bad temper shown by Elaine. “You 
girls play like professionals,” she accused 
Lila and Fran. “Like a team.” 

“We don’t want her in the game at all,” 
Lila confided to me afterwards. “But she’s 
out to recoup her money. And how I love 
taking it from her!” 

We had our next game two days later at 
Lila’s apartment. Our usual group was 
there with the exception of Elaine. “Must 
have a headache or something,” Fran de- 
clared. 

“More likely a heartache for her money,” 
Lila snapped. “And with her dough too.” 

Toward the middle of the game my luck 
turned sharply. I held one losing hand 
after another and, in a short space of time, 
I lost not only my winnings but all the 


one 


money I had managed to save from my 
household allowance. I was sick at heart 
but too ashamed to leave the game. Des- 
perately, I had just borrowed five dollars 
from Lila, when the doorbell rang sharply. 
Lila went through the foyer and we heard 
the door open, then, suddenly, her fright- 
ened gasp. A moment later, two uniform- 
ed policemen were pushing past Lila into 
the living Fran and Noreen 
screamed. I just stared at them in panic. 

“All right, ladies. We’re here to break 
up this little game,” one of the policemen 
announced grimly. “One of your pals com- 


room. 














Smart Young Women 
TREAT 


UGLY ITCHING of SKIN 


a 
Q-u-i-c-k 

Scratching of itching eczema, pimples, 
rashes, ringworms can disfigure skin 
and cause infection. For the relief of 
such itching there is nothing finer or 
faster than Palmer’s SKIN SUCCESS 
Ointment. Palmer's SKIN SUCCESS 
contains 11 ingredients, and for 5 gen- 
erations has contained the wonder drug 
chlorophyll and amazing, soothing, 
lanolin of which you hear so much to- 
day. .Palmer’s SKIN SUCCESS Ojint- 
ment has been proved for over 100 years 
by millions of users, and proved again 
- the recent clinical tests of a noted 
physician. Only 25c at drug and toiletry 
counters. 75c economy size contains 4 
times as much, Guaranteed satisfaction 
or money back. And to complete com- 
lexion beauty use Palmer's SKIN 
UCCESS Soap 25c. Effectively medi- 
cated, and also removes skin bacteria, 
chief cause of a odor. 
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De “You Want To 
Make Men OBEY YOU? 


Do you want to make him 
love you wildly, fiercely? Do 
you want to make him aay. 
“Darling, I adore you. I wo 

ship you. I'll do ANYTHING 
for YOU!’’ Do you want to 
make him OBEY your every 
command? Then use CHEZ- 
ELLE (What a Perfume) to 
help you CONTROL Men. 
One woman told me that 
CHEZ. ELLE is the STRONG- 
EST perfume she ever used. 
Another woman told us that 
she blesses the day she first 
used CHEZ-ELLE, because 
now her husband comes 











home at night to help her. 

Just send me your name and address and I will rush 
a Trial Bottle of CHEZ-ELLE (What a Perfume) to 
you. When the postman delivers CHEZ-ELLE in a plain 
package, deposit only $2 plus postage (3 for $5) with 
him on this GUARANTEE. Use CHEZ-ELLE for 10 
days. If you don’t agree that CHEZ-ELLE is the most 
POWERFUL perfume you ever used, return it and I'll 
send your $2 right back. Write NOW to 


TRULOVE, 58 Walker St., Dept. 103-HC, New York 13 
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plained at the precinct. We're taking you 
in for gambling.” 

A surge of fear sent my heart pounding 
against my ribs. I knew that gambling, 
professional gambling, was against the law 
in our city. 

“This is an outrage,” Lila yelled. “We’re 
just having a friendly game.” 

“Sure, sure, lady,” one of the cops 
crinned as he gathered the cards and chips 
together. “You'll have a chance to ex- 
plain.” 

The police car jerked to an abrupt stop 
and, before the inevitable, curious crowd, 
we were marshalled into the station house. 
We found Elaine heatedly talking to the 
Sergeant. We grouped around the desk 
and. sick with shame. I listened while Lila 
explained we were housewives who enter- 
tained ourselves afternoons by playing for 
-mall stakes. “Elaine Bradley lost thirty- 
five dollars during several games.” she de- 
clared angrily. “We’ve all lost such sums 
and won too. There’s no basis for her com- 
plaint.” 

For several minutes, Elaine and Lila 
wrangled it out before the Sergeant. He 
listened carefully then, after grimly prob- 
ing our faces, he advised Elaine to with- 

aw her charges. “You'll have a hard 
{ime proving it’s professional gambling,” 
le told her. 

Finally, Elaine agreed to withdraw her 
eomplaint and the Sergeant ordered the 
arresting officer to take down the business 
phones of our husbands and notify them 
to come for us. It was the final humilia- 
ion. Tears of shame and despair stung 
my eyes as I thought of Jeff's shock and 
disgust when he found me here under these 
shameful circumstances. I felt I couldn’t 
bear to face him again. While we waited 
for our husbands, we listened to the Ser- 
geant’s severe reprimand. “You're just a 
lot of idle and foolish women,” he told us 
bluntly. “I hope this experience proves a 
valuable lesson.” 

About an hour later Jeff arrived and 
while I squirmed miserably on the hard 
bench at the back of the room, he talked 
with the Sergeant. Then, as he walked to- 
ward me, I noticed the haggard lines of 
worry in his face. His jaw was set in a 
tight line. I turned my eyes away from 
him. I knew he bitterly condemned me. I 
had acted against his most sacred princi- 
ple. Wantonly gambled with money, lied 
to him day after day. 

Without a word, he gripped my hand and 
we left. Outside the station house I 
watched Jeff hail a cab. Splurging for one 
of his beloved emergencies, I told myself 
angrily. He’d never dream of taking a taxi 
for just a good time. 

We were both silent on the ride home. 
I stared out the window as sharp rebellion 
seethed through the careful dyke I had 
built up around my emotions. Of course 
But whose fault was it? 


Jeff was furious. 
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Jeff's stinginess — stinginess —I repeated 
the word over and over—had driven me to 
play cards, to try for the extra money I 
had craved so desperately. And now I was 
losing him anyway. 

While Jeff paid the driver I walked to 
our apartment. 

Jeff turned the key in the lock and qui- 
etly shut the door. I drew a deep breath, 
sought the right words .. . 

His voice, full of misery, cut through my 
thoughts. “Why did you do it, Ellen? 
Why? All these weeks you hid your gam- 
bling from me.” 

“I was wrong, Jeff,’ I said quietly. 
“Wrong in gambling, in thinking I could 
solve our money problem that way. You 
see, darling, you were so obsessed with 
the need for saving money, you didn’t real- 
ize that it was destroying our marriage.” 

I watched Jeff wince at my words but I 
knew I had to continue. So much was at 
stake for both of us. ““You’ve seen so much 
poverty, Jeff, that you’ve gone completely 
overboard on the security angle. It’s—it’s 
almost a vice with you, Jeff.” 

“TI guess my attitude about money was 
hard to take, Ellen.” Jeff's voice was 
strained, hoarse. “I never thought of my- 
self as tight but I guess that’s what the 
world calls it. I wanted to be sure we'd 
always have enough for emergencies . . .” 

“That’s just it, Jeff,’ I said. “‘A really 
good, healthy marriage can’t be built on a 
fear of the future. On your salary we could 
afford to save and yet live comfortably. I 
knew our marriage was going on the rocks 
but I was afraid to face the issue. I just 
didn’t trust enough in your love and un- 
derstanding. I was afraid you'd stop lov- 
ing me. And then—there’s Joan .. .” 

“Joan?” 

“She’s so attractive, Jeff. I—TI felt so 
dowdy. I felt you were attracted to her 


” 


Jeff strode forward and caught me in his 
arms. “It’s you I love, darling. Why can’t 
you believe that? Joan’s just a nice kid 
working in the office. There’s never been 
anything between us.” 

He cupped my face in his hands. “When 
the police called me, I was scared stiff, 
darling. I thought you might have had an 
accident. It was then I realized how much 
I loved you. And now I know our marriage 
is more important to me than security. Will 
you stick with me, Ellen?” 

My hands tightened on his shoulders. My 
lips sought his face. “Jeff.” I whispered, 
“today, now, our love, our marriage, is 
stronger than ever. Together we'll work 
out this problem. I know we will, dearest.” 

Jeff's strong hands caressed my hair, his 
lips covered my face with tender kisses. 
“How about lesson one tonight, honey? 
Dinner and a show to celebrate.” 

I nodded blissfully, my heart full with a 
bright new happiness. 


THE END 


My 
Heart 
On 
Trial 
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whose pimply skin had smoothed into q 
pleasing brown complexion. My shor 
black curls were combed into a grownup 
hairdo and I had learned to show off my 
good points to best advantage. 

I was Jimmy Stoner’s girl. Jimmy was 
my first steady boy friend and sometimes 
I had a feeling that I would never have 
any other. I had dated a little the last 
couple of years, ever since the age of 14, 
There had been dates alone or with the 
gang on picnics, to high school dances and 
plays and games, or little parties we'd give 
on the spur of the moment. 

But Jimmy was different. Jimmy was 
special. Not because he was a senior and 
I was just a sophomore. Not because he 
was tops at basketball and pretty good at 
football. Not because everybody at school 
liked him, or even because he was tall and 
handsome and we made a good looking 
couple. Just because he was Jimmy. 

Best of all, I didn’t have trouble with 
Jimmy the way some girls did with their 
boy friends. He never wanted to smooch 
around, spend all evening sitting out ina 
parked car wanting to maul and kiss me. 
Jimmy wasn’t like the rest of the boys. He 
didn’t go in for heavy petting. Just gentle 
affection suited him. He did sort of hug 
me and peck at my forehead once in a 
while when it was something special, a 
new dress or making the highest grade in 
my class or something like that. But never 
in a dark corner; right out on the front 
porch or in front of the folks, and they just 
sort of smiled at each other at the way 
he did it. 

All that winter and early spring people 
had been asking my mother, “How does it 
feel to have a daughter grown up enough 
to be going practically steady, Mrs. Mack- 
lin?” or “It won’t be long now, Jessie. 
You'll soon be having an addition to your 
family!” 

That Tuesday in May, I had wondered 
all afternoon why I hadn’t seen Jimmy in 
the corridors at school. In fact, I hadn't 
seen him since we walked home -together 
at lunch time. Then, just before my last 
class in Latin was over, I was called to the 
principal’s office to take a phone call. | 
didn’t understand what it was all about, but 
I promised to go down to City Hall im 
mediately. 


HE FIRST person I saw when I walked 

into the city attorney’s office was 
Jimmy. In my bewildered state, he was all 
I saw. Jimmy always looked wonderful 
with his crew cut, his funny quiet gril 
and the blue sweater with the big yellow 
H on it. He’d won his letter for being 
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good in athletics, but he had brains as 
well as brawn. 

He tried to smile now but something was 
wrong with the grin 1 knew so well. It 
went all lopsided and disappeared when he 
closed his mouth in a tight line of shame 
and defiance. I slipped into a chair and as 
Jimmy sat down again too, the sunlight 
streaming in through the windows struck 
his impassive brown face. Sunlight, broken 
into bars by the letters CIT Y, gave the 
illusion for one agonized instant of Jimmy 
hemmed in by prison steel. 

Jimmy’s parents looked so different 
somehow and it frightened me. Mr. Stoner 
was a big, dark, square-faced man who 
never had much to say. But now something 
had happened to his eyes. I had once seen 
aman hit by a car. Mr. Stoner had that 
same look of pain and shock and disbelief 
too deep for tears or expression. Mrs. 
Stoner had been crying. Her soft plump 
face was reddened and her fingers were 
knotted together around a soggy handker- 
chief. 

“Your father didn’t want me to call you 
down here, Peggy Anne,” Mr. Carlson said 
gravely. “But I convinced him that he 
would want Jimmy to do as much for you.” 

“You know, of course, we have a terrible 
situation here in Highland, Peggy Anne,” 
Mr. Carlson continued. 

[heard my gasp break the silence of the 
room. Those little girls and the things that 
had been done to them flashed through my 
mind, making me wince. It was the work, 
the papers said, of some adolescent sex 
criminal. 

Instinctively I glanced at Jimmy and 
then pushed the thought from my mind, 
horrified that I could, for an instant, con- 
nect him with the incidents. Jimmy was 
fine and good and sweet. He was not 
something twisted and monstrous and de- 
generate, a hulking terror that snatched 
imocent little girls from their play yards 
to carry them off to bestial savagery. Not 
ny Jimmy! 

“Highland is a quiet, clean family town,” 
Mr. Carlson went on. “We aren’t going to 
let it become a place where mothers don’t 
dare let their children out of their sight. 
Mrs. Young did that last week. I don’t 
suppose you know her, she lives over on 
Prospect street. Her Judy is four, a pretty 
little redhead with a lot of spunk and 
spirit.” 

“She was— 
inwardly. 

“She was lucky,” he declared, bringing 
the palm of his hand down on his desk. 
“Judy was out in the yard, an el-shaped 
corner lot and she was playing under a 
tree out of sight of the house. But she told 
the bbyy—whoever he was—that she didn’t 
want to go riding in his old car. She liked 
tice shiny new cars like her Daddy’s 

Mr. Carlson’s voice was grim. “When he 
ttied to force her in, Judy screamed and 
Mrs. Young came running. She was so 
busy comforting the girl and making sure 
she wasn’t hurt that she has only a vague 
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impression of what the getaway car was 
like. But she does know it was what we 
used to call a jalopy. Hot rods, I think you 
youngsters call them now.” 

I nodded and didn’t try to explain the 
difference to him. Most of the older boys 
had school cars or motor bikes. Jimmy’s 
wasn’t really a hot rod, although he had 
stripped it down and souped up the motor 
a little. Jimmy was strictly a radio man at 
heart. Last Christmas he had given me a 
tiny radio for my bedroom. He had made 
it himself, even to the ivory case. I re- 
membered how I had marveled at it, the 
tiny parts, the fine copper wire—copper 
wire! 

“Judy couldn’t describe the boy except 
that he was dark—she was probably re- 
ferring to his color. And he wore a blue 
sweater with a letter on it.” 

That sickening choking was in my throat 
again. For a moment, I glanced around 
wildly, wanting to run, afraid I was going 
to disgrace myself in front of them all. I 
had been so proud of Jimmy for being a 
letter man, proud of what that sweater 
meant in achievement. 

Mr. Carlson was still talking, 
almost as if he were addressing a jury. 
“This is a terrible accusation to make 
against any boy. The shadow of suspicion 
might follow him all his life, even if noth- 
ing were proved.” His steady eyes moved 
around the room. “I don’t intend to arrest 
anyone until we have positive proof, but 
on the other hand, something must be done 
promptly. We can’t have a maniac like that 
running around loose!” 

So that’s why I was here—and Jimmy. 
Oh, not Jimmy! my heart cried out. Not 
my Jimmy! Whoever was responsible for 
those unspeakable crimes must be dark and 
distorted, crippled and ugly as his deeds. 
My Jimmy was sunlight and laughter and 
kindness. 

“Jimmy told me you keep a diary,” Mr. 
Carlson said to me. “Mr. and Mrs. Stoner’s 
appointment books 
enough for them to account for Jimmy’s 
movements at the times in question. So we 
thought you might be able to help us.” 

“Yes,” I exclaimed. “I want to help. 
Look, Mr. Carlson, Jimmy couldn’t. He just 
couldn’t! I think it’s terrible—” 

I couldn’t finish. My voice broke and I 
could feel my face getting all funny and 
hot and flushed. But I managed not to 
cry. 

“Jimmy here, and Joe Peterson and Bob 
Crane are the only dark complexioned boys 
school letters,” Mr. Carlson said 
slowly. “The Crane boy has a motor bike, 
even uses it on his dates. He doesn’t like 
to drive a car. Joe Peterson was in the hos- 
pital having a minor operation at the time 
of the Cox tragedy.” 

That didn’t mean that Bob Crane 
couldn’t have driven a car, I thought, 
grasping at straws. But I did remember 
about Joe’s tonsils. 

I picked up my diary with shaking 





gravely, 


are quite complete 


with 


hands, my fingers trembling so I could 
scarcely open it. “When did it happen?” | 
asked. “I don’t remember—” 

“March 10th.” 

Pages crumpled under my unsteady 
hands. Then I found it. I could only stare 
down with disbelief and mounting panic. 

“Perhaps you could just read it to us, jf 
you prefer, Peggy Anne,” Mr. Carlson sug. 
gested. “At least for the moment. [ re. 
member I kept a diary when I was a boy 
and I know how it is.” 

I swallowed hard and read in an odd 
whispering voice that wasn’t mine at all— 
‘‘Jimmy didn’t even call tonight and we 
sort of had a date.’” There was more, but 
I skipped over to the next day. “ ‘Jimmy 
was rushed and kind of funny all day. He 
didn’t walk me home for lunch . . . said he 
was eating at the cafeteria. He said he 
couldn’t come over tonight, either . . . but 
I didn’t do anything.’” I laid the book 
down on my lap. “I guess that’s all the 
part that matters,” I said in a miserable 
voice. 

“Your appointment book shows that you 
spent the evening working with an ac. 
countant on your income tax, Mr. Stoner,” 
Mr. Carlson said. “And you say you went 
to choir rehearsal, Mrs. Stoner?” 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Stoner miserably. “The 
church secretary always calls the roll.” 

“Jimmy?” Mr. Carlson questioned 
quietly. 

Jimmy kept licking his lips as if they 
were dry and he didn’t look at anyone. He 
simply hung his head and said doggedly, 
“T tell you I don’t remember. It was around 
midterm exam time and I’ve been having 
trouble with Latin this year. Maybe my 
teacher—that’s Miss Phillips—would know 
if there was an exam the next day, so | 
would have been home studying. I guess 
that’s why I was rushed and worried the 
next day too.” 

Mr. Carlson made a note. “I'll check with 
Miss Phillips.” 

“But Jimmy and I always study to 
gether,” I blurted out. The next moment 
I could have bitten my tongue off. “He’s— 
he’s a year ahead of me so he knows more 
words, but the grammar throws him,” | 
ended lamely. 





HEARD Mrs. Stoner catch her breath 

sharply. Jimmy still didn’t look up. He 
just sat there, head hanging, stubbornly 
insisting, “Maybe I decided to study by 
myself that night. Maybe I was memorir 
ing.” 

Mr. Carlson’s silence told me that Jim 
my’s parents weren’t sure either where he 
had been those evenings. It was all just 
a series of coincidences, I tried to reassure 
myself in the face of rising panic. It was 


a tough break, too, because ordinarily 
Jimmy wasn’t out running around every 
evening. 


Mr. Carlson stood up. “Peggy Anne, you! 
father said he’d give you a lift home if you 
stop by his office when you got through 
here.” 
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I nodded numbly and somehow found my 
way out, not even remembering to say good- 
bye. Only when I was outside in the thin 
clear spring sunshine did I react to the 
shock that had hit me. I walked unsteadily 
and blindly, bumping into people, stum- 
bling on and on in a horrified daze. 

The ride home was just a blur. When 
Dad and I walked into the house, Mom 
wasn't bustling from dining room to kitchen 
as usual. I noticed also how grim and 
tight-lipped Dad was. 

I ran up to my room, slammed the door 
behind me and turned up the radio Jimmy 
had given me to a defiant blast. Then I 
huddled on the bed, my whole being a 
seething knot of hate for them all. They 
were all against Jimmy, persecuting him 
on the flimsiest wisp of evidence. Oh, how 
| hated them, and some day they would 
pay for it. 

I refused to go down to dinner, and 
wouldn’t budge even when Mom came up 
and tapped on the door. Downstairs, I 
could smell the roast pork and sweet pota- 
toes. I was half starved, but I stayed bar- 
ricaded in my room. When I turned the 
radio down low, I could hear all the fa- 
miliar sounds just as if this day were no 
different from all the others. I heard the 
clatter of dishes in the kitchen, the ring of 
the telephone, the voice of the paper boy 
collecting his money. 

Mom and Dad didn’t care | decided. 
They were like all the rest. Then Mom 
tapped on the door again, begging me to 
open it. I gave in finally, eyeing her resent- 
fully as she brought in a tray. 
soup, dear,” she coaxed. “You must eat 
something, even if you’re not hungry.” 

“Did you talk to Mrs. Stoner?” I asked. 

“Yes.” Mom hesitated, then bargained. 
“But I won’t tell you about it unless you 
eat.” 

I sipped the soup and munched the 
crackers hungrily. Then all at once, I really 
looked at Mom’s face and the spoon drop- 
ped from my nerveless fingers and clat- 
tered down into the bowl. 

I had noticed eyes brimming with pity. 
She was biting her lips nervously. 

“Tell me what’s wrong, Mom,” 
pered. “Tell me now.” 

“I’m sorry, Peggy Anne,” she murmured. 

“Please, Mom! What happened?” 

“Mrs. Young isn’t sure about the car. 
She says it could have been Jimmy’s car 
but she refused to identify it.” 

That wasn’t the worst; I could tell from 
the tone of her voice. “And?” I 
tensely. 

“Little Judy Young went into screaming 
hysterics at the sight of Jimmy. Nobody 
could get a word out of her after that, 
but—” 

I nodded dully. 


“They haven’t arrested Jimmy,” 


“Have some 


I whis- 


urged 


Mom 


added. “He’s at home, locked in his room. 
He’s in custody of his parents, but there’s 
a guard at the house as well.” 


“in the 


A spark of hope flared up. “Then they 
still aren’t sure!” 

Mom stirred restlessly and got up and 
took the tray, her head bent over it, not 
looking at me. “The town’s in an ugly mood, 
Peggy Anne. There’s never been anything 
like this in Highland since 

She stopped and her silence was more 
ominous than anything she might have said. 
I grasped the implications immediately, 
and a cold sweat broke out over me as I 
recalled the sketchy details 'd overheard 
from the whispered conversations of adults. 
It had happened shortly after the first 
World War. A loval merchant had been 
shot during a holdup. The police had 
picked up a transient on the outskirts of 
Word got around that the suspect 
The mob had lynched him 
town square. ; 


town. 
was a Negro. 


“Judy Young’s father has been doing a 
lot of talking, stirring people up,”” Mom’s 
voice droned on. “They want to know what 
a colored boy was doing over in that sec- 
tion of town. I suppose Mr. Carlson thought 
it would be better not to make an arrest 
at night when the men could get together 
and talk and maybe—that old jailhouse, 
is pretty flimsy.” 

She was doing her best to ease the shock 
for me, but I threw myself on the bed, 
covering my ears with my hands. I refused 
to hear any more. I tossed and turned 
feverishly all night, while horrible pictures 
formed behind my burning eyelids. 


\W HEN I dragged myself out of bed in 

the morning, my whole body ached 
with weariness and I hardly recognized my 
puffed, swollen face in the mirror. Mom 
and Dad were already at breakfast when 
I went downstairs. But Dad had barely 
touched his bacon and eggs and Mom’s 
toast crumbled on her plate. They were 
just sitting there, not even talking. Dad 
wasn’t buried in the morning paper as 
usual. It lay on the buffet, folded into a 
tight, narrow oblong. Without thinking, I 
picked it up as I passed. 

“Don’t look at that paper, Peggy Anne!” 
Dad said sharply. 

But I had already unfolded it and the big 
black headline leaped out and struck me 
like a blow. All at once, it was too much. 
I threw the paper down and buried my face 
in my hands, trying to shut out everything, 
trying to retreat from a world that was 
suddenly horrible to me, too terrible for 
living. 

Little Judy Young had been killed... 
just like the others! 

“But how? How could it happen?” My 
voice was a hoarse whisper. 

“Kidnapped through the open window 
of her nursery,” Dad explained. “The 
Youngs had thought it was safe to let her 
sleep in there alone again. Carlson is tak- 
ing it hard—he blames himself.” 

Mom said quickly, before I could ask 
the question that was pounding in my mind. 

“I’m afraid there’s no possible doubt about 
Jimmy now. The body was found soon after 
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5 not — you should try this 
method. 
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this horrible thing happened and the en- 
zine of Jimmy’s car was still warm when 
the police got there.” 

“But his parents? The guard?” 

“The Stoners were asleep. The guard 
was watching the foot of the stairs, since 
everybody was upstairs,” Dad - said. 
“Jimmy admits he went out the window 
and came back the same way. Easy enough 
for an athlete. It isn’t much of a drop and 
the bedroom is at the back of the house.” 

A sudden dizziness caught at me and I 
swayed and clung to the table for support. 
I couldn’t cry. This latest shock had me 


beyond tears. Jimmy was guilty. The last - 


shreds of hope and faith drained out of me 
as I listened to these final condemning 


facts. My Jimmy was the fiendish mur- 
derer! I thought I knew him, but now I 


wondered what went on in that dark, 
twisted mind of his? 

I had adored, almost worshipped Jimmy 
because he had seemed the most wonderful 
boy I had ever known or would know. The 
sweetest, gentlest boy on earth. And all the 
time beneath the surface was lurking this 
unspeakable sickness. 

“Sit down and at least drink some orange 
juice,” Dad ordered, his voice rough with 
mingled anger and pity. “I promised Carl- 
son I'd bring you down to his office as 
soon as you had breakfast. He seemed to 
think you might have more to tell him.” 

I slipped into my chair and nodded dully. 
“Yes, I'll tell him.” 

“Good girl,” Dad said with forced hearti- 
ness. “Don’t leave out anything, any little 
detail that might help. It’s your duty, 
Peggy Anne. No child in this town is safe 
until Jimmy is locked up. There have been 
three tragedies already. There mustn’t be 
any more!” 

“Jimmy himself is a tragedy,” Mom said 
gently. “Try to think of it that way, dear. 
Think of him as having been born with a 
sickness in his mind for which he just isn’t 
responsible.” 

“He'll probably try that defense,” Dad 
said grimly. “But the way people around 
town feel, I doubt if he can get away with 
an insanity plea, in spite of his youth.” 

I couldn’t talk. Somehow I managed to 
force down a little orange juice and milk 
and then got into my coat. I moved as if 
in a trance. Nothing seemed real anymore. 
Sensing my state of mind, Dad drove down 
to city hall not speaking, but deep in his 
own thoughts. 

At the door of Mr. Carlson’s office I 
stopped short, the color draining from my 
I hadn’t expected Jimmy or his 
parents to be there. 

“But he’s only 16 years old!” Mrs. Stoner 
was pleading desperately. 

“Sixteen?” I cried. “Why, Jimmy’s 18!” 

Mrs. Stoner pressed her fingers to her 
lips, then sighed and said in a tired voice, 
“No. Sixteen. Jimmy has always been big 
and ahead in school for his age, so he liked 
to pretend he was older than he really 


cheeks. 


Ww as.’ 


So Jimmy had lied about that too! I 
80 


slipped into a chair and didn’t look at him. 
I never wanted to look at him again. 

Then his voice, steady and _ insistent, 
burst out into the embarrassed silence. “I 
don’t care what you say, you can’t trace 
that copper wire to me. The radio supply 
shop sells it to anyone who asks for it. 
Right now, I’m fresh out, used it all up. 
That’s why I sneaked out to the garage and 
tinkered with the car last night when I 
couldn’t sleep.” Jimmy let his gaze slide 
from one to another around the room, 
searching, but not begging for understand- 
ing. “I was just lying there on my bed. 
How could I sleep? I had to do something 
with my hands to keep busy or I'd have 
gone crazy.” 

He caught the significant glance Mr. 
Carlson gave Dad, and added quickly, “I 
want you to give me some tests for that, 
too. I’m sane, saner than a lot of people. 
At least I don’t go jumping at conclusions 
on a lot of circumstantial evidence!” 

“Too many circumstances add up to a 
pretty convincing proof,” Mr. Carlson said 
quietly, suddenly getting up from his desk 
and peering out the window. 

“Something wrong?” Dad asked. 

Mr. Carlson hunched his shoulders. “It’s 
a bad situation,” he observed, going back 
to his desk. “The people are beginning to 
act up. Didn’t you notice it driving down?” 

“Come to think of it, I did see half a 
dozen men around a car. Do you think—?” 

“That’s it. The men are forming posses 
and searching parties. They’re just roam- 
ing aimlessly now, stopping every hot rod 
they see and searching it. But I hate to 
think what would happen if word got out 
that we had made an arrest and had a 
prisoner in the jail.” 

A shiver chilled my spine, and the story 
of that poor unfortunate transient leaped 
into my mind. Furman had been his name. 
The lamppost they'd hung him from was 
just outside. 

“The Youngs—what about them?” I ex- 
claimed involuntarily. They knew Jimmy 
was suspected and that he was being 
questioned. 

“I warned them to keep silent on the 
matter, just as I’m asking each of you not 
to do any talking. It would be like tossing 
a lighted match in a powder keg!” Mr. 
Carlson pursed his lips and pressed the tips 
of his fingers together. “Well, let’s get back 
to business. Peggy Anne, can you add any- 
thing to what you told us yesterday?” 

I drew a long steadying breath, not 
looking at anyone. Then I began to talk. 
I could hear my own voice going on and 
on, and it seemed to belong to someone 
else. In a dull, listless monotone, I listed 
the things I had held back the day before— 
that Jimmy would stop on the street to ad- 
mire pretty little girls . . . that he had 
broken his Friday night date and never 
admitted it . . . that he wasn’t like other 
boys, wanting to kiss me and make love. 

“Thank you, Peggy Anne,” Mr. Carlson 
said with grim finality. “You'll have to 
testify at the trial, of course, but don’t 


worry. You'll make a good witness.” 

“A good witness to hang me!” Jimmy 
burst out, his shaky voice full of contempt, 
“My folks are sticking by me . . . and 
you're only doing your job, Mr. Carlson, 
But my girl, what a honey you turned out 


to be! Poison honey!” 

“That’s enough, Jimmy!” Mr. Carlson 
said curtly. “And you won’t hang. We have 
institutions for the—the criminally insane.” 

Suddenly, in spite of all the people there, 
the room got as still as death. It was just 
as if we were holding a wake. Then Mrs, 
Stoner sobbed softly and it came to me 
that when Grandpa had died, everyone had 
sat around exactly like this. 

The telephone bell shattered the tense 
silence and we all winced. Mr. Carlson 
picked up the instrument, listened for a 
moment and I saw his hand shake. Then | 
heard the terrible noise. Everyone heard 
it. Every head turned and we all jumped 
up, crowding to the windows. 


T WAS only a sound, a muttering rumble 
slowly mounting like a river at floodtide 
breaking through the banks with a muffled, 
menacing roar. It was something I had 
never before heard, never even imagined, 
But I knew instantly what it meant. 

It was a mob. Nothing human . ..a 
mob. A great murderous beast that was 
mass animal hate, beyond reason, perhaps 
beyond all control. A lynch mob! 

“Are they headed this way?” Jimmy 
asked, and his voice was amazingly low 
and even. 

“Let me think,” Mr. Carlson muttered, 
covering his eyes with one hand. 

Dad turned and caught my arm, pulling 
me toward the door. “I’m getting Peggy 
Anne out of here!” he announced. 

“All right. But stay away from the 
courthouse square,” the lawyer cautioned. 

Dad simply nodded and hurried me out 
of there as if he were racing away from 
some great catastrophe about to engulf us. 
In the car, he held the gas pedal to the 
floorboard, heading for home. Then he hur. 
ried me inside the house and slammed the 
door, bolting it behind us as if to keep out 
some evil pursuer. 

Mom came running from the kitchen. 
She took one look at our faces and stopped 
dead still, her hand going to her throat. 

“Lynching mob,” Dad said curtly. “Tum 
on the radio.” 

“Where are the Stoners?” Mom cried. 

“T don’t know. I just got Peggy Anne 
out of there as fast as I could. The mob 
is heading for the courthouse square!” Dad 
responded. 

The courthouse square! That was the 
spot where they had hung Furman from 4 
lamppost! 

All during the drive home my mind had 
been blank with terror and shock. But now 
it was racing a mile a minute, and the im 
pact of what was about to happen hit me 
squarely between the eyes. Jimmy wa 
about to be lynched—strung up in the 
courthouse square! I gave a muffled screall 
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and then pressed my knuckles bruisingly 
hard against my lips, holding back the 
other screams that bubbled there. 

No, I shrieked inwardly, no! 
for what he had done. No! 

A sudden blast of music filled the room 
and the sound from the radio struck me as 
incongruous, almost laughable in this time 


Not even 


of impending doom. 

“Get KTTD,” Dad told Mom. “Their 
studios face the square. They'll be able to 
see everything.” 

My flesh crawled. How could I listen? 
How could I sit calmly at home and listen 
to this terrible thing described like a foot- 
who never could re- 


ball game? Jimmy, 


member his Latin grammar; Jimmy, who 
had walked me home at lunchtime; oh, no! 


I couldn’t bear it. I couldn’t—wouldn’t 
listen. 

Yet, when the voice of Tom Daley, the 
KTTD disc jockey and news commentator, 
blared out of the radio, I couldn’t tear my- 
self away. I had to listen, hating it, my 
heart pounding, whimpering a little, pic- 
turing every gruesome detail in my mind, 
and yet unable to run away from it. 

Daley was almost shouting. Once he put 
the microphone out of the studio window 
and the sounds in the courthouse square 
poured in through it. I heard that inhuman, 
animal-like rumble again. I heard the voice 
of the sheriff, ordering the mob to disperse, 
and scattered shouts from the crowd rising 
into a roaring crescendo that drowned him 
out. 

I was too drained of all strength and 
emotion to protest. I stumbled upstairs and 
fell on the bed, completely exhausted. 
Hours later, I jerked erect, wondering what 
could have awakened me. Then it came to 
me. In that deep, dreamless sleep, I had 
imagined I heard Jimmy’s voice. 

I heard it again, downstairs in the living 
room. Puzzled, I jumped up and ran to the 
head of the stairs. A jumble of voices 
floated up from the living room. I flew 
down the steps and at the foot stopped 
short, clinging weakly to the banister for 
support. 


N FRONT of me stood Jimmy and Mr. 

Stoner .. . Jimmy! 

I stared incredulously, my senses reeling. 
They simply could not be sitting there, 
talking to Mom. Then Jimmy turned his 
head and looked at me and I knew it was 
true, even though I couldn’t understand. 
His eyes brimmed with bitter reproach and 
his lips curled with contempt as his glance 
fell on me. 

“Come and sit down, dear,” Mom said. 

“The boy has confessed,” Mom 
tinued. “He’d been in trouble before. I 
don’t know why he was ever turned loose 
the first time, but he’ll be put away this 
time.” 

Only then could I believe and compre- 
hend it all. Weak tears of relief and regret 
stung my eyes. “Oh, Jimmy, I’m so glad!” 

“That’s nice,” he said scornfully. “Prac- 
tically everything makes you glad, doesn’t 


con- 


it? You were glad to help Mr. Carlson too. 
Telling him a lot of silly stuff that didn’t 
mean a thing.” 

“He’s a lawyer. He could judge what 
was silly and what was important,” I de- 
fended myself. “I thought it was my duty.” 

“Duty?” he snorted. “They were only 
going to put me in prison for life or execute 
me, so you did your duty! No wonder you 
get such good marks in history—it’s full 
of traitors, ’ He spat out the words 
venomously. 

“Jimmy!” warned Mr. Stoner, putting a 
hand on his son’s shoulder. 

Mr. Stoner got up quickly. “We'd better 
go now, We've all had a rough time 
and everybody’s upset.” 

Jimmy stalked out of the house without 
another look at me. Part of my mind was 
listening to the story Mom was pouring out 
my heart was break- 


too! 


Jimmy. 


to me, but inwardly, 
ing. 

The truth was so heartbreakingly ob- 
There were dozens of high school 
sweaters around town, from years back. 
They'd been packed away, thrown away, 
sold, forgotten and lost. Anyone could be 
wearing one. 

Judy Young had said her attacker was 
dark, and she had meant dark complected, 
not a dark-skinned colored boy. The fact 
that the killer happened to be white, and 
not a Negro, eased the tension that had 
gripped the town. I saw pictures of the 
boy later, pale, dull-looking, with an oddly 
twisted mouth and brooding eyes. Some- 
how, he had gotten that sweater, a symbol 
of achievement and strength, of everything 
he wanted to be but was not. 

Oh, I had been so stupid, unforgivably, 
cruelly, stupid! What if little Judy had 
screamed at the sight of Jimmy? The blue 
sweater with its big yellow H was what had 
frightened the poor child. Jimmy had been 
foolish for slipping out of his room that 
night, but nothing worse. 

Even if my faith had merely faltered. not 
failed, Jimmy would have been wounded 
almost beyond forgiving. And I have actu- 
ally turned against him. Sometimes I won- 
der if a woman’s faith in a man is not half 
the reason he loves her, a more important 
half than women themselves realize. 

I still see Jimmy all the time, at school, 
at dances, always with a different girl each 
time, just as I am with a different boy. I 
saw him just last Sunday, out at the new 
housing project at the west end. 

Jimmy nodded and spoke casually that 
afternoon. It was the first time since he 
had walked out of our house. He seemed 
quieter, but not bitter or changed in any 
way. 

As for me, I have changed. As the weeks 
and months go by, I know more and more 
how much I lost. I suspect that Jimmy 
may have been more than just my first 
love, a half-child, half-woman love. I think 
perhaps he was the one person who would 
ever completely own my heart. I do know 
that I have lost the nicest boy in town. I 
may have lost my lifelong love. THE END 


vious. 
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How To 
Live 
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Husband 


(Continued from page 27) 


most interesting meetings and sponsor real- 
ly fine affairs every year. 

So much for how I occupy my time in 
Arthur’s absence. When he’s home these 
days, I guess we are a pair of idiots. We 
spend most of the time sitting around star- 
ing at our little one. Naturally, we think 
she’s the most beautiful baby who ever 
sucked a chubby thumb. We feel so much 
indebted to her because she’s a warm little 
link who has brought us closer together 
than we ever thought it possible to be. 

When we come out of our trance of en- 
chantment with the baby, we do something 
really sensational. Nights when we can 
enlist a neighborly baby-sitter, we go to a 
neighborhood movie and hold hands. Ar- 
thur and I love movies and we’re not too 
keen on seeing them without each other. 

Often, we share a quiet evening at home 
and Arthur spends most of his time raiding 
the icebox and digging deep into stacks of 
comic books. Sometimes, he listens to his 
own records. He likes to go into a deep 
brown study and get ideas about how he 
can improve his style, make his songs go 
over bigger. Right around this time, as 
this article is being written, he’s even more 
interested because Arthur’s getting ready 
to make a very important step. 
his current tour with Buddy Johnson’s or- 
Arthur is going out on his 


As soon as 


chestra ends, 
own. He has already recorded a half dozen 
new sides on Decca- 
directed by Sy Oliver. 
are all set to begin a big push to make 
Prysock a record household by-word. They 
plan to give him the same national spot- 
light that MGM gave Billy Eckstine. 
Speaking of Eckstine makes me think of 
an important aside like to 
make. There are lots of folks who say that 
Arthur is a cross between the fabulous Mr. 
B. and Herb Jeffries. I think both these 
guys are very wonderful, but I hate to hear 
such comparisons. To be—and I'll admit 
-the Prysock voice has a 


the result of sessions 
The Decca people 


comment I'd 


I'm _ prejudiced- 
distinctive sock and power all its own. I 
think jukebox fans all over the country feel 
the same way. One thing I’m proud of, 
too, is that Arthur was born with his voice. 
A number of our singers have had inten- 
sive training. He hasn’t. He just started 
off warbling in a Spartansburg, South Caro- 
lina, church choir and he’s been making 
beautiful, rich sounds ever since. I think 
he has a beautiful, naturally colorful voice 
that’s all his own. 

Now, I’ve got that off my chest, I'll go 
back to Arthur and me at home. Lots of 








folks ask me if he’s temperamental. I say 
no. When I think of the problems mu- 
sicians have out there on the road, I decide 
he does real well. There’s the pressure of 
show business, constant traveling around 
the country, eating “catch as catch can” 
and managing a few hours of “shut-eye” 
between jumps from town to town. That’s 
enough to make a saint temperamental. | 
understand this. So when he’s at home, | 
keep his life on as even a keel as possible. 
I cater to his whims. After all, let’s face it, 
Why shouldn’t [? I don’t have to give in 
and cater to him 365 days in each year. 

I guess it’s because he realizes we don’t 
see each other for long stretches of time. 
But Arthur also gives in to some of my 
whims. We’re awfully sweet to each other 
and wonderfully cooperative. I'd be kid- 
ding myself to feel that it would be that 
way every day in the year if we were al- 
There haven’t been any 
major upsets in our marriage. We do our 
darndest to please each other. Yes, there’s 
something to be said for this old adage 


ways together. 


that “absence makes the heart grow fond- 
er.” One thing I know to be true, in our 
case. It has kept the hot fires away. 


Maybe someone will come back with the 
comment: “Yeah, but what happens when 
Arthur retires or if he should decide to 
start working permanently in town at some 
top spot.” My answer is that I think we 
are building up a firm basis of understand- 
ing and love which will be hard to tear 
down. The most crucial years of any mar- 
riage, I believe are those which immediate- 
ly follow the strains of Lohengrin. We're 
coming through them with flying colors 
and under unusual conditions. 

I don’t dare say that Arthur and I have 
accomplished anything unusual in our mar- 
riage. We're certainly not the world’s ideal 
couple, no shining example to be exhibited 
to young about-to-be-marrieds. But we are 
happy and I think that happiness is the 
most important kind of success. 

Things will be different some day. That's 
for sure. I don’t mean that we’re going to 
be less happy. I don’t believe that. What 
I mean is that some day I'll have Arthur 
all to my own, my truly own, 365 days a 
year. I’m going to love that. But right 
now, I’m willing to let my hair down and 
admit that the formula we’ve worked out 
might not have succeeded so well if my 
Arthur and I were in each other’s faces 
every day. 

But believe me, when that handsome 
hunk of husband—Arthur Prysock—hits 
the front door of our home, our love scene 
close-up puts Valentino, Gable, Powers and 
all the rest of those high-powered Holly- 
wood guys and their dolls to shame. It’ 
no act either. It’s the real McCoy.. We 
mean every tremor of those spine-thrilling 
embraces. One of the reasons, I believe, is 
that, with Arthur’s help, I’ve learned how 
to live productively, busily and contented. 
ly—for nine months a year—without a hus 


band. 
THE END 
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CLAUDE A. BARNETT 


Director — Associated 
Negro Press. 
Says 

“You will thrill with pride 
when you see Chesterfield’s 
new motion pictures about 
Negro America just as you 
thrill with pleasure when you 
smoke Chesterfield, our 
cigarette.”’ 
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